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Our Lady of The Grail is the title of this unique drawing 
by Leonard Burland, now with the Armed Forces. The 
drawing depicts our young clad in the armor of a chival- 
rous day, about to take their positions in the various sec- 
tors of life’s battlefield. Besides the shield and breastplate, 


they are to be fortified with the Sacrament of Our Lord’ 


s 


Sacred Body and Blood. Mary, who gave us the Christ in 
human form taken from her own flesh, now as the Dispen- 
satrix of all graces, is the one through whom our Celestial 


Food reaches us. 


Mary’s mission in the postwar world may 


be gathered from the article in this issue, The Message of 


Fatima. 
role than by a filial attachment to Mary. 


Youth could prepare in no better way for their 





THE GRAIL 


(Title Registered in U. S. Patent Office) 
Member of the Catholic Press Association 





EDITORIAL BOARD 


EpitTor 
Rev. Jerome Palmer, 0.S.B. 


Associate Eprror 
Rev. Walter Sullivan, 0.S.B. 


Manaainc Epiror 
Rev. Paschal Boland, 0.S.1 


ASSIST\NT 
Rev. Donald Walpole, O.S.L. 











Member of Catholic 
Press Association 


Tue Grait is edited and published month- 
ly with episcopal approbation by the Bene- 
dictine Fathers at St. Meinrad, Indiana. 
Subscription price $1.00 a year: Canada 
$1.26. Foreign $1.60. Entered as second- 
class matter at St. Meinrad, Indiana, 
U.S.A. Acceptance for mailing at special 
rate of postage section 1103, October 3, 
1917; authorized June 56, 1919. 


THE GRAIL, 
ST. MEINRAD, INDIANA 


We employ no agents. 


Tue Grait maintains an office at 341 
Madison Ave., New York City, under the 
management of Mrs. Marie H. Doyle. 
Phone MU 6-7096. THe Graiv’s eastern 
representative, the Rev. Charles Dudine, 
O.S.B., can be reached through this office. 
Personal calls relative to the magazine and 
to the Knights of the Grail will be given 
courteous and prompt attention. Literary 
contributions should be sent directly to 


THE GRAIL, Benedictine Fathers, 
St. Meinrad, Indiana. 














“4 © & wet = 


~e 


— «~~ 4 eh OS et eS CUO 








Vol. 26, No. 5 





H. C. McGinnis 


E AMERICANS are in a 

mental mess. We now feel 

positively certain that we 
shall win a complete military vic- 
tory. Even severe reverses will not 
seriously jar that conviction. But 
we are rather apprehensive about 
losing the peace. We fear postwar 
Russia. We fear for the political 
integrity of small nations. We feel 
that racial justice may be slurred 
over, producing future world head- 
aches. We sense that our political 
leaders do not have the world’s 
political problems under control, as 
our national position gives them the 
opportunity to have. We fear that 
we have bungled politically in Italy. 
We see democracy losing out in the 
Balkans as we are forced to cast 
aside our former entry and throw 
our support to Moscow-backed Tito. 
We don’t like some explosive spots 
in South America. 

These worries are very proper 
ones, for, after all, we are not a 
people which loves to fight, no mat- 
ter how well we may do the job 
when necessary. We are fighting and 
sacrificing, we tell ourselves, to 
further world peace and justice and 
we do not want to break faith with 
those who die. Yet with all our 
laudable concern, we seem to be 
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BETWEEN THE LINES 
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barking up the wrong tree. We are 
concerned too much with nations as 
political entities and not as groups of 
individuals and families which ulti- 
mately form a State for civic con- 
venience. 

That we are making this most 
grievous error can be plainly seen 
from the decadence in our national 
morality and the lightning-like de- 
crease in our respect for the home 
and the family as society’s basic in- 
stitutions. We bitterly oppose totali- 
tarianism which would make the 
home little more than a State-owned 
incubator and which claims the 
right to have children State-reared, 
State-indoctrinated, and the privi- 
lege of disposing of children’s fu- 
tures. Yet the unvarnished facts 
show that the home and family 
structures which we defend so va- 
liantly against totalitarianism in 
theory, we are actually destroying 
in fact almost as rapidly as totali- 
tarianism would destroy them for us. 
The record becomes sadder with each 
passing moment. According to all 
current percentages, the 1944 di- 
vorce rate will surpass all previous 
records. Homes are being broken up 
alarmingly. Running parallel with 
the decrease in proper home life are 
increases in juvenile delinquency, 
female-committed crimes, and the 
illegitimate birth rate. Fighting 
gloriously against pagan forces from 
without, we are ingloriously suc- 
cumbing to pagan forces from with- 
in. On the home front we are 
abandoning those basic virtues which 
alone can make possible the idealism 
for which we fight on the military 
front. 

Some observers charge these con- 
ditions to the madness which always 
seems to accompany great pros- 
perity. The prosperous period which 


followed World War I seems to sup- 
port this. It seems that people sim- 
ply cannot enjoy prosperity, for 
great prosperity invariably develops 
many vices. Very often people act a 
little mad, losing all proper perspec- 
tives of life as they toss their easily 
earned gains around giddily and 
very often destructively. Right now, 
with hundreds of thousands of wives 
and mothers making more money 
than skilled men did in the pre-war 
period, and with men and young 
boys making unheard-of wages, our 
national morality appears to be 
crashing heedlessly into utter ob- 
livion. This is not assumption: the 
record proves it. 

However, this writer contends that 
the roots of our currently increasing 
immorality reach much deeper than 
wartime prosperity. While it is true 
that easy money often causes people 
to go off the beam, the stinking rot- 
tenness now existing in large seg- 
ments of our social life is not merely 
the product of too much money. It 
comes from spiritual and moral 
illiteracy. Either that or else so 
many people have become so utterly 
brazen in their attitudes and be- 
havior that they invite destruction 
from even an All-Patient God. Re- 
cently a non-Catholic religious publi- 
cation published a report from a 
chaplain with two years’ experience 
with Servicemen and their home con- 
ditions. Said he: “I have been 
shocked and horrified by the loose- 
ness with which our soldier men and 
our civilian women have been living. 
Adultery and fornication are the ac- 
cepted thing, whether you like the 
fact or not! Many have made mar- 
riage a mere matter of convenience, 
with no intention of ever keeping the 
vows. ... Infidelity has caused more 
heartaches and heartbreaks than 
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any other single cause.... Wives 
write to their husbands and relate 
their experiences of sleeping with 
other men with almost as much un- 
concern as I would speak of having 


a coke with someone.” Such mar- 
ried people may be victims of pros- 
perity to a certain degree, but, more 
than that, they are victims of a*lack 
of moral understanding. One scarce- 
ly dares imagine the nation’s future 
in the hands of such people or their 
offspring. While the home has al- 
ways been a major casualty of war, 
at least in past instances its normal 
functioning has been disturbed most- 
ly by wartime demands from which it 
could usually recover when peace 
came. But when men and women 
live together in legalized fornication 
and rear children under the sub- 
standard morality with which such 
parents face life, one begins to 
realize why God dealt so harshly 
with Sodom and Gomorrah. Evil 
trees cannot bring forth good fruit. 
Fortunately, however, many of our 
Servicemen who are offering their 
lives for praise-worthy ideals seem 
to better understand the basic vir- 
tues which must clinch and then per- 
petuate their military victories than 
do millions of the folks back home. 
Perhaps, since they are doing the 
sacrificing and the dying, they give 
much more sober thought to the mat- 
ter. The thoughts and ideals of such 
boys are well summed up in the ex- 
pression of two of them to their 
chaplain: “A sounder education in 
the realities of life is needed,” they 
said. “The home is basic to good 
living. Children are growing up 
without proper homelife and home 
training....The close contact be- 
tween parents and children of 
former days is being lost. The child 
is coming to regard the father and 
mother as ‘people’ and less as ‘mother 
and dad’.” These two soldiers hit 
the nail squarely on the head; but 
then men in foxholes come face to 
face with life’s truths and realities. 
The person who looks into Death’s 
eyes sees life stripped of everything 
but its basic requirements. 


Our increasing immorality forms 
the reason why, in the writer’s mind, 
we are barking up the wrong tree in 
our worry about the postwar social 
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order. True enough, the situation 
will require that we make smart 


political economic moves to in- 
sure a fafture lack of friction among 
nations. But the smartest of such 


moves will not make a better world 
should the world’s leaders into a 
better civilization succumb to moral 
decay within themselves. We are in 
imminent danger of doing that very 
thing. All history proves that point. 
Even if the mad period following 
World War I is too close for us to 
gain a proper appreciation of the 
serious and lasting effects its im- 
morality will have upon our national 
future, we have no lack of older 
proof of what happens to nations 
which abandon morality, and par- 
ticularly the home and proper family 
life, as its main supports. Thou- 
sands of years ago, the great Baby- 
lonian and Egyptian empires fur- 
nished ample proof. The glories of 
ancient Babylon can now be found 
only in history’s pages along with 
Medo-Persian greatness. Babylon 
crashed from within, from the moral 
rottenness which attacks peoples 
when they reach the pinnacles of 
prosperity and national greatness. 
Ancient Greece is another tragic 
pattern and pagan Rome is a classic 
example of how an internal canker 
can destroy a people smug in its 
own progress and might. France is 
a more modern case of what happens 
when people depart from religion 
and virtue, when the home becomes 
only an overnight shelter and family 
life is side-tracked in favor of carnal 
pleasures. Washington, the wisest 
leader this nation has yet produced, 
implored us to never abandon re- 
ligion and morality as the springs of 
national well-being. Were he alive 
today, he would probably suffer 
stomach convulsions to perceive the 
lightness with which so many Amer- 
icans receive the news that Amer- 
ican husbands are abandoning their 
wives and homes to become “lend- 
lease daddies” across the seas. 


Perhaps too many of today’s 
Americans feel that the virtues of 
the Founding Fathers are too old- 
fashioned. Leaving aside the basic 
fact that virtue and truth are time- 
less, let us look at modern trends in 
good government. With a conceit 
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which may yet prove our national 
destruction, we Americans feel posi- 
tive that the American way is the 
last word in proper living. Perhaps 
we should enjoy that distinction now 
had we continued to practice the 
basic ideals upon which our national 
way of life was founded. But with 
an unpardonable thoughtlessness we 
have permitted ourselves to slip into 
the pagan ideals which our Founding 
Fathers aimed to avoid. In this we 
are not as advanced as we think. 
Newly founded nations which choose 
the proper philosophy of living put 
into their constitutions principles 
which safeguard the home and 
family as the foundations of all 
proper national life, even the po- 
litical and economic phases. LEire’s 
Constitution, for example, states 
that “The State recognizes the fam- 
ily as the natural, primary, and 
fundamental unit group of society, 
and as a moral necessity possessing 
inalienable and _ imprescriptible 
rights, antecedent and superior to 
ali positive law....The State ac- 
knowledges that the primary and 
natural educator of the child is the 
family.” Portugal, an old State 
with a new government, states in its 
new Constitution that the State aims 
to “encourage the establishment of 
the institution of the family house- 
hold” and “To take all effective pre- 
cautions to guard against the cor- 
ruption of morals.” 


Both these truly Catholic concep- 
tions of national behavior thus be- 
come decent civilization’s spearhead 
in that very modern ideological strug- 
gle which will determine whether the 
pagan philosophy of immorality and 
all it implies will cause the world to 
become a catastrophe, or whether 
morality and all it implies will bring 
the world to its proper, God-given 
destiny. With civilization’s future 
at desperate stake, we Americans 
had better train our sights in a dif- 
ferent direction as we seek postwar 
social stability. Right now, by our 
reckless abandon of morality at 
home, we are threatening to nullify 
the idealistic aims for which millions 
of American lives may yet be lost. 
Sound home and family life is thou- 
sands of times more important than 
international politics. 
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Come, Holy Spirit 


OME MEN live in the dim, 
changeless past; others 
live in the hazy, doubtful 
future; Holy Mother 
Church lives in the real, 
life-teeming present. Her 
life is the life of God, 
Who is an eternal pres- 
ent. We realize this es- 
pecially by the feasts that 
the Church celebrates 
daily at the altar of sac- 
rifice. There the Incar- 
nation, Death on Calvary, 
glorious Resurrection and Ascension are all made 
present in the most sublime as well as most pre- 
cious moment of fleeting time. 
The three principal 
feasts, the so-called 
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of the Ascension and go up into the Cenacle, where, 
with our Blessed Mother Mary and the Apostles 
and disciples we shall “with one mind continue 
steadfastly in prayer” by the novena, or nine-day’s 
prayer we make in preparation for the solemn 
Feast of Pentecost. The purpose of this novena, 
according to the instruction of Pope Leo XIII, in 
his Encyclical Letter on the Holy Spirit, Divinum 
Illud, May 4, 1897, is “for the reunion of Christen- 
dom.” 

The day of Pentecost, which means fifty days, 
has arrived. It is also known as Whitsunday from 
the fact that the neophytes attended the services of 
this day in the white robes of Baptism. In the 
Middle Ages this feast was also called Rose Easter, 
and the Sunday preceding it, Rose Sunday, because 
of the red roses and peonies with which the altars 


and churches were a- 
PENTECOST dorned in memory of 





heavenly peaks of the 
Church’s supernatural 
life are those of Christ- 
mas, Easter, and Pente- 
cost, each preceded by 
a season of preparation 
and followed by a per- 
iod of thanksgiving. 
The forty days of jubi- 
lee that follow the glori- 
ous Feast of the Resur- 
rection contain an un- 
dertone of sadness and 
longing as the time of 
the Ascension draws 
near. The Master is 
going away, but He will 
not, so He says, leave 
us orphans. “I speak 
the truth to you; it is 
expedient for you that 
I depart. For if I do 
not go, the Advocate 
will not come to you; 
but if I go I will send 
Him to you” (St. John 
16:7). Relying on this 
infallible promise of our 
Divine Master we come 
down from the Mount 
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the fiery tongues. 


All the Apostles 
“with one mind con- 
tinued steadfastly in 
prayer with the women 
and Mary, the Mother 
of Jesus, and with His 
brethren”...“When the 
day of Pentecost was 
drawing to a close... 
there appeared to them 
parted tongues as of 
fire, which settled upon 
each of them. And they 
were all filled with the 
Holy Spirit and began 
to speak in foreign 
tongues, even as the 
Holy Spirit prompted 
them to speak. Now 
there were staying at 
Jerusalem Jews, devout 
men from every nation 
under heaven.” 


YY 2 ey SS 


The Gifts of the Holy 





Spirit: Wisdom, coun- 
sel, understanding, 
fortitude, knowledge, 


piety, and fear of the 
Lord, are represented 
by the symbols in the 
arch over the door from 
left to right. 


Courtesy of Benziger & Co., Einsiedeln 
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Like a jubilant blast from a golden trumpet, 
giving the keynote of the Feast, Holy Mother 
Church sums up her festive joy in the opening 
words of the Introit: “The Spirit of the Lord has 
filled the whole world” (Wisd. 1:7). In these few 
words the whole meaning of the solemnity is con- 
tained. Pentecost is such a solemn feast because 
it is the feast of the Holy Spirit. It is kept in 
memory of His descent on the first Pentecost; it 
recalls His presence in the whole world, and is the 
continuation of His constant descending and com- 
municating Himself to the Church and all her 
children. 


Pentecost is a beautiful, sublime, elevating, and 
comforting feast; a feast filled with joy, grace, 
and glory, a feast of jubilee for the “whole round 
world.” Like a glorious fountain, ever rising higher 
and higher towards heaven, so from feast to feast 
of her liturgical year Holy Mother Church raises 
our soul heavenwards until it reaches its exalted 
goal. This attained, she brings us back to earth 
again together with the Holy Spirit, Who decends 


mystic body of Christ, by that miraculous outpour- 
ing already foreseen by the prophet Joel, for the 
Paraclete ‘sat upon the apostles as though new 
spiritual crowns were placed upon their heads in 
tongues of fire.’ Then the apostles ‘descended from 
the mountain’ as St. John Chrysostom writes, ‘not 
bearing in their hands tables of stone like Moses, 
but carrying the Spirit in their mind, and pouring 
forth the treasure and the fountain of doctrines 
and graces.’ Thus was fully accomplished that 
last promise of Christ to His apostles of sending 
the Holy Spirit, Who was to complete and, as it 
were, tc seal the deposit of doctrine committed to 
them under His inspiration. ‘Many things yet 
have I to say to you, but you cannot bear them now. 
But when He, the Spirit of truth, has come, He 
will teach you all the truth’” (St. John 16:12-13). 


In the Mass of Pentecost the Church puts into 
our mouth the emotions that our-jubilant hearts 
feel but cannot utter in suitable words—in the 
simple words and captivating melody of the Se- 
quence, Veni, Sancte Spiritus (Come, Holy Spirit). 





with the riches of His 
gifts and graces in or- 
der to live on earth in 
a new way in the 
Church, to remain al- 
ways here below in our 
midst and to engulf us 
with the floods of His 
graces. 

Pope Leo XIII, in his 
encyclical letter, re- 
ferred to above, says: 
“The Church which, al- 
ready conceived, came 
forth from the side of 
the second Adam in His 
sleep on the Cross, first 
showed herself before 
the eyes of men on the 
great day of Pentecost. 
On that day the Holy 
Spirit began to mani- 
fest His gifts in the 


The following is the ap- 
proved translation of the 
sequence, by J. M. Neale, 
for the reciting of which 
an indulgence of 5 years is 
granted, and a_ plenary 
indulgence under the usual 
conditions once a month 
for its daily recitation. 
(Raccolta, 1943, no. 261) 


164 


Sequence for Pentecost 


Come, Thou holy Paraclete, 
And from Thy celestial seat 
Send Thy light and brilliancy. 
Father of the poor, draw near, 
Giver of all gifts, be here, 
Come, the soul’s true radiancy. 


Come, of comforters the best, 
Of the soul the sweetest guest, 
Come in toil refreshingly. 

Thou in labor rest most sweet, 
Thou art shadow from the heat, 
Comfort in adversity. 


O Thou light, most pure and blest, 
Shine within the inmost breast 
Of Thy faithful company. 


Where Thou art not, man hath naught; 


Ev’ry holy deed and thought 
Comes from Thy divinity. 


What is soiléd, make Thou pure; 
What is wounded, works its cure; 
What is parchéd, fructify. 

What is rigid, gently bend; 

What is frozen, warmly tend; 
Strengthen what goes erringly. 


Fill Thy faithful, who confide 
In Thy power to guard and guide, 
With Thy sevenfold mystery. 
Here Thy grace and mercy send; 
Grant salvation in the end, 

And in Heaven felicity. Amen. 


Cut this out for your prayerbook. 
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The opinion of critics 
is unanimous in regard- 
ing this sequence as one 
of the masterpieces of 
Latin sacred _ poetry. 
Clichtovaeus (Elucida- 
torium, Paris, 1516, p. 
171) says of it: “Nor 
indeed, in my opinion, 
can this piece be suffi- 
ciently praised; for it 
is above all praise, 
whether by reason of its 
wonderful sweetness a- 
long with a most clear 
and flowing style, or by 
reason of its agreeable 
brevity along with 
wealth and profusion of 
ideas, or, finally, by rea- 
son of the elegant 
grace of its structure, 
in which things con- 
trasted are set over 
against each other, and 
most aptly linked to- 
gether. And I will be- 
lieve that the author 
(whoever he is), when 
he composed this piece, 
had his soul transfused 
by a certain heavenly 
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sweetness, by which the Holy Spirit, being its au- 
thor, he uttered so much sweetness in so few 
words.” 

Archbishop Trench (Sacred Latin Poetry, 1864, 
p. 195) speaks of it as “the loveliest ...of all the 
hymns in the whole circle of Latin sacred poetry,” 
adding that it “could only have been composed by 
one who had been acquainted with many sorrows, 
and also with many consolations.” 

In medieval times it was often called the “Golden 
Sequence.” Although it is not distinguished by 
great and absolute originality, since in its leading 
thought it was clearly influenced by earlier poems, 
yet it contains a stately grace, a perfect rhythmic 
melody, and the faculty of saying just the right 
thing in just the fitting word, in such a measure 
as to disarm criticism, and at once to defy com- 
parison with any other hymn in every other lan- 
guage, and to make it almost impossible to present 
an adequate translation. 

In structure it consists of five stanzas, each 
having six lines or verses. Often, however, each 
stanza is divided into two parts, each consisting of 
three lines. The melody suggests the singing of 
the Sequence by two alternating choirs. 

The Sequence is not found in the very early 
missals. When it began to come into use it did 
not at once displace the older Whitsuntide Se- 
quence: “Sancti Spiritus adsit gratia—May the 
grace of the Holy Spirit aid us,” for this Sequence 
continued as a rule to be used on the Feast of 
Pentecost up to the revision of the Roman Missal 
in 1568-70. Consequently, the “Veni, Sancte Spir- 
itus” was almost universally appointed for use on 
one or more of the days of the Octave. 

In the revised Roman Missal of 1570 all Se- 
quences were abolished save four, viz.: 1) Victi- 
mae paschali (To the Paschal Victim—for East- 
er); 2) Veni, Sancte Spiritus (for Pentecost) ; 
3) Lauda Sion Salvatorem (Praise, O Sion, thy 
Savior—for the Feast of Corpus Christi); and 4) 
Dies irae, dies illa (The day of wrath, that dread- 
ful day—for the Masses for the Dead). Thus the 
“Veni Sancte Spiritus” had the honor of being 
chosen as one of the four Sequences that were re- 
tained, and is appointed for use in the Mass for 
the Feast of Pentecost and during its Octave. Hap- 
pily the text was left unaltered both in 1570 and 
at the subsequent revision of the Roman Missal 
under Pope Urban VIII (1634). 

But who was the author of this “masterpiece of 
Latin sacred poetry”? In the opinion of critics 
this Sequence is clearly not earlier than about the 
beginning of the 13th century. Its most probable 
author is Pope Innocent III (1198-1216). He was 


undoubtedly a man of great ability, and much more 
competent to have written such a poem than any 
of the others to whom it has been ascribed. It is 
ascribed to Pope Innocent III in the 18th chapter 
of the Life of St. Notker, by Ekkehard V, Abbot 
of St. Gall, Switzerland, in which the author states 
that “when the venerable Abbot of St. Gall, Ulrich 
VI, came to Rome, having been sent thither on an 
embassy by King Frederick II, Mass in honor of 
the Holy Spirit, with the Sequence “Sancti Spiritus 
nobis adsit gratia,” was celebrated in the presence 
of the Pope, the Abbot also being present. That 
Pope had also composed a Sequence on the Holy 
Spirit, viz: Veni, Sancte Spiritus.” 


This Sequence is an invitation—VENI—COME! 
sent to the Holy Spirit directly from the throbbing 
fibres of our heart as a telegraphic message, 
through the central station, the Sacred Heart of 
the Divine Victim on the altar. Although we 
know that the Holy Spirit, dwelling in our heart 
by sanctifying grace, hears our prayers, we feel 
that our petitions receive added might and will be 
infallibly heard if offered up in union with Christ 
on the altar Who “is always heard because of His 
reverent submission” (Heb. 5:7). We may recite 
this beautiful prayer at any time with profit to 
ourselves and to the Poor Souls because of the in- 
dulgences attached to its devout recitation, but it 
is especially at Mass, when our heart is tuned to 
pray by the simple rhythmic melody of the chant, 
and when we pray in union with all the children of 
Holy Mother Church, gathered around every altar 
throughout the whole world, that our devotion 
reaches its highest pitch. But if we wish to pray 
devoutly and to “sing wisely” we must become 
acquainted with the rich meaning hidden under 
the 94 simple Latin words of our invitation. 


Rev. Maurice Meschler, S.J., in his “Die Gabe 
des heiligen Pfingstfestes” (1909), shows what a 
wealth of meaning is hidden in this Sequence. We 
shall draw up a few invigorating draughts of spir- 
itual water from this deep well, for water is an 
emblem of the Holy Spirit, in as far as it has a 
certain ubiquity, is necessary for life, cleanses and 
imparts beauty. 


This Sequence is the ardent cry of a needy soul, 
during its earthly pilgrimage, for purity, rest, and 
the freedom of the supernatural life. The poem, 
on the one hand sketches for us man in the misery 
of this mortal life—in his unrest, weariness, un- 
cleanness, weakness, dire poverty and helplessness. 
On the other hand, it shows the Holy Spirit com- 
ing to his aid—the Great Friend, Guardian, and 
Father of the Poor, Whose Hand is filled with rich 
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treasures, and Whose Heart is full of compassion- 


ate, beneficent goodness. 


Himself. 
vider and Father to us. 


1. Come, Holy Spirit! 

The first term of address and 
praise is the personal name of the 
Third Person of the Blessed Trinity 
—‘Holy Spirit;” a name full of 
majesty and co-equal, divine glory 
with the Father and the Son. He 
proceeds from the Father and the 
Son through Love; He is the Person 
of Love. Hence He is “Holy,” not 
because He makes everything holy, 
but because He is Love personified, 
in which all holiness consists, and, 
therefore, also the “Spirit,” the mu- 
tual Bond, the mutual Love of the 
Father and the Son. In Him the Fa- 
ther and the Son are really one 
Spirit. What more sublime praise 
could we offer the Holy Spirit! 

2. And send forth from heaven 

3. A ray of Thy Light. 

This petition includes both the 
“coming” and “sending” of the Holy 
Spirit. To “come” and to “be sent” 
are identical in meaning. The Holy 
Spirit comes because He is sent. His 
sending, however, is the eternal pro- 
ceeding of the Holy Spirit from the 
Father and the Son, made manifest 
by a supernatural working in the 
creature. The purpose of this send- 
ing of a divine Person is to impart 
the proceeding of one Person to a 
creature by means of a supernatural 
effect. As the Son, born of the Fa- 
ther, is sent by Him that He might 
impart His divine Sonship to us, so 
the Holy Spirit proceeds from the 
Father and the Son and is sent by 
them to be the bond of Love that will 
unite us to the Father and the Son, 
just as He is the mutual bond of 
Love between Them. 

This sending of the Holy Spirit is 
accomplished in us by the imparting 
of sanctifying grace as well as 
actual graces. By means of grace 
He comes to us, and it is for this 
gift that we ask in this petition un- 
der the symbol of “Light,” for, in as 
much as light is both fire and flame, 
it affects the will and the soul by 
warming them, making them glad 
and fruitful. By enlightening the 
mind light becomes a symbol of the 
Son, Eternal Wisdom and Truth. 
The Holy Spirit and His grace, 
therefore, are the light and sunshine 
of our heart and the source of all 
good in us, just as in the realm of 
nature the material light of the sun 
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He does not become the 
mere fellow-traveler, but the Guest and Occupant 
of man’s poor heart, which He purifies, heals, en- 
riches, and delights, as well by His gifts as by 
He wishes to be Light, Strength, a Pro- 
He takes complete charge 
of and provides for everything—merit, a happy 
death, and a place in our beautiful, eternal home 


above. 


is the source of every blessing and 
all fruitfulness. 


The beautiful words of the poem 
on the value of grace and the need 
of the Holy Spirit, and the oft re- 
peated invocation: “Come” and 
“Send,” remind us what we on our 
part must do. Above all, we must 
have a great desire for this grace. 
How precious is that light, even a 
single ray of it! As little as the 
blessing of a beautiful spring day 
can be estimated, so also the value 
of a single grace. One grace is suf- 
ficient to make us saints. Next, we 
must unceasingly ask for this light 
of grace. Light must come from the 
sun, and the Holy Spirit “from heav- 
en.” He is a supernatural Gift of 
grace, which we cannot obtain of 
ourselves. Then, we must strive to 
remove the hindrances to this super- 
natural free gift of grace—the earth- 
ly fog of sin, of the spirit of the 


world, of distraction, and _ slothful- 
ness. 
4. Come, Thou Father of the 


Poor! 

We are reminded of our poverty, 
which is yery great. Of ourselves 
we are really destitute of super- 
natural goods and of God, the 
supreme Good. We are poor and de- 
void of virtues, good works, and 
merits. We are invalids because of 
many natural and supernatural ail- 
ments and diseases of the body and 
soul. We are poor, destitute, orphans 
in the midst of so many enemies and 
persecutors. In all our poverty and 
need “we do not know what we 
should pray for as we ought” (Rom. 
8:26). Yes, we do not know how 
poor and miserable we really are, 
but, insted, consider ourselves rich 
and in need of nothing. Is there a 
greater poverty and need than this? 
What is all mankind but an immense 
family of paupers? 

To us wretched paupers the Holy 
Spirit comes as “Father of the 
Poor,” Who takes pity on our many 
needs, Who loves us because of our 
poverty, and Who wishes to be a 
provident Father to us. As God He 
is really our Father; as the Third 
Person of the Blessed Trinity, as the 
Person of Love, He takes pity on us, 
yes, is Goodness, Beneficence, and 
Mercy itself. As Lord He is rich and 
rules over the treasures of the Divin- 
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It is a beautiful, tender, heartfelt song, 
the song of every interior soul. 
prayer, and, like all the prayers used by Holy 
Mother Church 
praises, and petitions. 
the Holy Spirit are taken principally from His re- 
lation to the interior, spiritual life. 
sider each verse of this poem and draw therefrom 
a bit of the hidden nectar for our soul’s needs. 


But it is also a 


it contains invocations, titles, 


The titles and praises of 


Let us con- 


ity. He has also been promised to us 
as our Support. “The Advocate, the 
Holy Spirit, Whom the Father will 
send in my name, He will teach you 
all things, and bring to your mind 
what I have said to you” (St. John 
14:26). Further, Christ promised: 
“T will not leave you orphans” (St. 
John 14:18). And as St. Paul as- 
sures us: “The Spirit also helps our 
weakness” (Rom. 8:26). As Advo- 
cate, Father, Helper, He pleads our 
cause, provides us with all things 
necessary, helps us in every need, and 
finally admits us into the paternal 
home of God. 

Because of this paternal bene- 
volence of the Holy Spirit we must 
not lose heart or give way to fear; 
we must not be ashamed to come to 
Him repeatedly, begging for help 
and telling Him of our many, daily 
needs. His treasures and mercies 
are sufficient to relieve all the want 
of a million worlds. 


5. Come, Thou 
Gifts! 

The Holy Spirit manifests Him- 
self as the “Father of the Poor” by 
being a “Dispenser of Gifts.” As 
Third Person of the Trinity He is in 
reality the Mediator and Medium of 
all the gifts of God to creatures. He 
is, as it were, the golden edge of the 
infinite cup over which all the good- 
ness of God pours itself, as well as 
the hand that distributes all goods. 
In the Godhead He is the “Gift,” be- 
cause He is the fruit of the mutual 
love of the Father and the Son, and, 
among the gifts which He distributes 
to creatures, He is the first and most 
precious Gift. 

The Holy Spirit is the Treasurer 
of the Father and the Son. Do we 
need health of body? He will give 
it. Do we desire talents, ability and 
an influential position? He _ will 
grant it. Do we desire holiness, 
graces, and other supernatural gifts? 
He dispenses all. With the institu- 
tion of the Church He gives us faith, 
the commandments, the holy sacra- 
ments, infallible guidance, and safe 
conduct to heaven. The Church is 
the great Bank of the world, and the 
Holy Spirit is the Treasurer of the 
infinite treasures of God. 

6. Come, Thou Light of Hearts! 


By our “heart” we must under- 
stand the spiritual powers of our 


Dispenser of 


May 
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soul and the sensitive faculties, in 
so far as they are dependent on our 
higher nature. In order to be fully 
happy our heart needs a threefold 
light. 

The first light is that of “Love.” 
This light embraces God as the High- 
est Good and all other things in re- 
lation to Him. Love is the funda- 
mental power, the eye, as it were, of 
the will. As truth is the light of the 
mind, so the good and the beautiful 
are the light of the will, and through 
love it embraces both. Thus it is com- 
pletely illumined. Without love of 
God and neighbor the human heart 
is the cold and dark hovel of the old 
miser-—self-love. But with the love 
of God a ray of the infinite goodness 
and beauty of God, yes, God Him- 
self with all that He has comes into 
the human heart to enlighten it and 
make of it a vast, magnificent dwell- 
ing in which God and all mankind 
find a place. But the Holy Spirit is 
Love, and created love is a pouring 
of this love into our heart. “The 
charity of God is poured forth in our 
hearts by the Holy Spirit, Who has 
been given to us” (Rom. 5:5). 


The second light of the will is 
“Peace.” Peace is the undisturbed 
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“Plaiting a crown of thorns.” 
—St. John 19:2. 


human race. 


Christ Jesus” (Gal. 3:28). 
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And what are we doing to these, His members? 
will encircle, not their head, but their heart, as the Sacred Heart of Jesus is often represented, 
by despising, ridiculing, if not actually hating men of races other than our own. God, not the in- 
dividual, determines of what race a man shall be born. 
fulfilment of God’s all-wise plan of creation. 

The individual helps to form the nation, but the nation does not automatically form the in- 
It is in the measure that the individual lives up to and 
transforms his nature into the image of his divine-human Model that makes him a superman. 

there is neither slave nor free.... For you are all one in 


dividual into a superman or a devil. 


Indeed, “there is neither Jew or Greek; 


possession of the good to which we 
have attained; it is, therefore, the 
fruit and effect of love. Through 
love we unite ourselves with God and 
hold Him fast, and the security of 
possession replaces the painful effort 
of striving for it. Peace with our 
neighbor is also an effect of love, be- 
cause it unites us with him and 
makes our will conformable to his. 
Since the Holy Spirit is the source 
of love, He is also the source of the 
peace “which surpasses all under- 
standing” (Philip. 4:7), and causes 
the peace of Christ to “reign in our 





A very timely leaflet, fits neatly 
into any missal or prayerbook, con- 
taining prayers for the gifts and 
fraits of the Holy Spirit as well as 
a prayer of thanksgiving for graces 
received, may be obtained by send- 
ing a stamped self addressed en- 
velope to Reverend Linus Swarts, 
0.S.B., St. Meinrad’s Abbey, 
St. Meinrad, Indiana. 
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HATS AND HALOS 


ATS are worn as a necessity or a curiosity. 
shape will depend upon the taste and need of the in- 
and—the amount of his bank deposit. 
when the. “lid” covers his mortal remains he will, at least so 
God wills, wear a golden band of light in his Father’s House. 
He must choose the size and pattern of that celestial headband 


dividual 


now. 


Jesus, no doubt, wore the ordinary Jewish headdress during 
But during His Passion he wore a 
crown of thorns, each bloody tongue of which seems to accuse 
all men of all times with the words: 


His private and public life. 


do to Me.” Who are these? 
died on the Cross. 
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They are all men for whom Jesus 
He is the thorn-crowned Head of the whole 
Plaiting a crown of thorns that 


That is no disgrace. 


hearts” (Col. 3:15). For this reason 
“Peace” is included among the gifts 
of the Holy Spirit. “The fruit of 
the Spirit is: charity, joy, peace, 
patience, kindness, goodness, faith, 
modesty, continency” (Gal. 5:22-23). 
He is the essential bond of peace be- 
tween God and man. 

The third light of the heart is 
“Joy.” This also is an effect of love. 
When we possess in peace the good 
that we love and have found, then 
we experience, a feeling of delight 
and satisfaction, and that is a feel- 
ing of joy and comfort. 

This is the threefold light by 
means of which the Holy Spirit en- 
lightens and fills with joy the poor 
dwelling of our heart while on earth. 
This provides rest and contentment 
in the service of God, expansion of 
heart, so that we “run the ways 
of God’s commandments,” sweet and 
intimate emotions of love, a wonder- 
ful welling up of joy and jubilation 
in God, so that it often overflows the 
narrow vessel of the soul and im- 
parts its sweetness also to the bodily 
senses. And this earthly joy is also 
a pledge of love, rest, peace; and joy 
in heaven. 


(To be continued) 
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LITTLE QUEEN 





Therese Martin, April 8, 1888, the day before her en- 
trance into the Carmel of Lisieux, at the age of 15 years 


and 3 months. 


INTRODUCTION 


You have heard of me. You have seen my pic- 
tures and medals. Maybe you have even said 
some prayers in my honor. After all, God has 
made me known to children as well as to older 
people. And why? So that I may tell them about 
the little way I followed while on earth, the little 
way that led me to love Him with all my heart. 
What if I have been dead since September 30, 
1897? I still work for God. I still bring Him 
thousands of souls every day,. souls who were 
afraid of Him at first, afraid of His Will, but 
now are eager to do everything He asks just be- 
cause I showed them how to love Him. 


How can I do such work? Mainly through a 
book I wrote a short while before I died. This 
book is called “The Story of a Soul.” I wrote it 
in French, my native language. Today “The 
Story of a Soul” has been translated into thirty- 
five other languages. Maybe a copy of this book 
is in your home, or at school. I hope so, for this 
book is a good one. It tells how I became a saint. 
It will help you to become a saint, too. 

When you are older you will read “The Story 
of a Soul.” In the meantime, here is another 
story for you to read. It will tell you about me— 
a French girl who was called Mary Frances 
Therese Martin in Baptism and who later received 
another name: Saint Therese of the Child Jesus 
and of the Holy Face. 


THE STORY 
of 
SAINT THERESE 
of the Child Jesus 


for Children 


Mary Fabyan Windeatt 


Illustrated by Elaine Davis 


CHAPTER ONE 


APA was a watchmaker and had a rather 

long name—Louis Joseph Aloysius Stanis- 
laus Martin. Mama’s was much shorter—dZelie 
Mary Guerin. They were married on July 13, 1858, 
in the church of Notre Dame in Alencon, France. 
Papa was thirty-four years old at the time and 
Mama twenty-six. A few people were afraid the 
marriage was a mistake. You see, they were re- 
membering those days long ago when Papa thought 
he had a vocation to be a Carthusian monk. They 
also remembered that Mama once tried to enter 
the religious life, too—as a Sister of Saint Vincent 
de Paul. 

“Louis Martin and Zelie Guerin are far too holy 
to live in the world,” these people told one another. 
“Each would be better off in some monastery.” 

But this was not so. God did not want Papa or 
Mama to live in the cloister. He wanted them to 
live in the world. He wanted them to have many 
children and to teach these little ones the beauties 
of the Catholic faith. So it was that they married 
each other, that thirteenth day of July in the year 
1858, and settled down to a quiet life in Alencon. 

The first child God sent my parents was a girl. 
She was called Mary Louise in Baptism, although 
from the start Papa just called her Mary. 

“‘We’ll give each of our little ones the first name 
of Mary,” he said. “Even the boys. In this way 
they’ll all be consecrated to the Blessed Virgin.” 
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It was a fine thought, and one with which Mama 
readily agreed. She had a very high opinion of 
Papa and not a day passed that she did not thank 
God for giving her such a fine husband. How kind 
he was! And how hard he worked at his watch- 
making so that she might have a comfortable 
home! Truly, there was no better man in Alen- 
con, in all France, than Louis Joseph Aloysius 
Stanislaus Martin! 

As time passed, my parents prayed very hard 
that God would send them a little boy. They were 
anxious to have a son to give to the priesthood. 
But the next three babies were all girls: Mary 
Pauline, Mary Leona, Mary Helen. It did seem 
as though the many prayers for a son, “‘a little mis- 
sionary,” would never be answered. Then one fine 
day Mary Joseph Louis came to gladden the hearts 
of all. 

“Here’s our priest!” said Papa delightedly. “May 
God grant that I live to see him at the altar!” 

Alas! The new baby lived only five months. 
Then God called him to Heaven. The same thing 
happened with Mary Joseph John Baptist—the 
sixth child to come into our home. This little 
brother lived to be eight months old. Then he 
died, too. 

Poor Papa! Poor Mama! They were very dis- 
appointed at the loss of their two little sons. But 
they loved God in a really honest way, which means 
they also loved His Will, and so they were not sad 
for long. Besides, faith told them that they could 
be happy because two members of the family were 
now saints in Heaven. 

“The boys will pray for us,” Papa said. “They 
went to God without one sin on their souls.” 

Presently another girl was born in our house— 
Mary Celine. The next year came one more—Mary 
Melanie Therese. This little one lived only a short 
time. Then death came again as God called to 
Himself the fourth child in our family: five-year- 
old Mary Helen. 

The neighbors were amazed at all the sorrow 
which came to our house. “Four children dead out 
of eight!” they said, sadly shaking their heads. 
“Really, it would be better if these little ones had 
never been born. Then their parents would have 
been spared a good deal of pain.” 

“No, no!” cried Mama. 
lost to me. Life is short. 
Heaven.” 

“And we still have Mary, Pauline, Leona and 
Celine to cheer us up,” put in Papa comfortingly. 
“My business is prospering, too. Why should we 
complain ?” 


“My children are not 
We shall meet again in 


Everyone marveled at the wonderful way in 
which Papa and Mama accepted these fresh trials. 
Death had called four times in twelve years, yet 
the Martin house was still a cheerful place. So was 
the shop where Papa worked at his trade of watch- 
maker and jeweler. It was a pleasure to visit 
either one. 

Time passed and presently it was the year 1873. 
Mary and Pauline, students at the Visitation Con- 
vent in Le Mans, were home at Alencon for their 
Christmas vacation. Late on the night of January 
2, Papa went upstairs to the little room where they 
were sleeping. 

“Wake up, children!” 
have some news for you.” 


he cried excitedly. “I 


The girls sat up with a start, their eyes blinking 
at the light from Papa’s lamp. What had hap- 
pened? Why was their father standing in the door- 
way with such a big smile on his face? 

“What is it, Papa?” 
“Mama’s not sick again?” 


asked Mary anxiously. 


A dozen similar questions were on Pauline’s 
tongue, but Papa gave her no chance to ask them. 

“No, no, Mary. Mama’s all right. And you have 
a new sister now—a beautiful little girl!” 

Yes—it was January 2, 1873, and God had sent 
me to earth at last—to the wonderful Christian 
home of Louis Martin, watchmaker of Alencon! 


Of course Mary and Pauline found it hard to go 
to sleep after Papa’s visit. They asked each other 
many questions about me. For instance, was I a 
healthy baby? Would I stay with them or go to 
Heaven like the other little sisters and brothers? 
What would Papa and Mama call me? When would 
I be baptized? Who would be my god-mother? 

“Mary, I think you’ll be chosen,” said Pauline 
suddenly. “After all, you’re the oldest—thirteen 
next month. I’m only eleven.” 

Mary smiled. To be god-mother of the new little 
sister! That weuld be wonderful! 

“Oh, I hope so!” she said softly. “I’ve never been 
a god-mother in my whole life.” 

So it came to pass that on January 4, when I was 
two days old, a little procession set out from our 
house and made its way through the snowy streets 
to the church of Notre Dame. Our maid Louise, 
carried me in her arms, well wrapped in blankets. 
Then came Papa, with Mary and Pauline each 
hanging on an arm. There were also some neigh- 
bors and friends. 

“Papa, tell us again what the baby is going to be 
called,” said Mary. “I’m so excited about being 
her god-mother that I’m not just sure.” 
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Papa laughed heartily. “Her name is a nice one, 
child. Mary Frances Therese.” Then the happy 
light died out of his eyes and he gave a quick 
glance at the wintery sky. 

“Dear God, please leave this child with us,” he 
whispered. “In the Name of Thy Son, Jesus 
Christ.” 

There was good reason for Papa to be anxious 
about me. In the days following my Baptism, I 
fell ill and it seemed likely that God soon would 
take me to Himself in Heaven. 

“The only way that this child can be saved is to 
give her to a good nurse,” said the doctor. “One 
who lives in the country. Perhaps with proper 
food and plenty of fresh air and sunshine, the baby 
will get strength enough to live.” 

Poor Mama! She did not want to be parted 
from me, yet she agreed to do whatever the doctor 
thought best. There was a farm woman she knew, 
Rose Taillé, who might take care of me for a few 


months. She had been very successful in nursing 
other sick children. Perhaps she could help me, 
too. 


Rose Taillé wasn’t sure about this. The day 
Mama brought her into Alencon to have a look at 
me, the good-natured woman gave a great sigh. 
She had never seen such a poor little scrap of hu- 
manity. Why, I was nothing but skin and bones! 
And so pale! 

“T’ll do my best,” she told Mama. “But I can 
promise you nothing, Madame. Ah, what a sickly 
little mite we have here! Only prayers will save 
her, I’m thinking.” 

Mama nodded. There would be plenty of prayers 
—to Saint Joseph, to the Blessed Virgin, to all the 
saints. Oh, how she would pray for me! And 
Papa, too. 

So Rose took me out into the country, pausing 
ever so often on the journey to see if I was still 
alive. She was really quite worried as she had four 
children of her own to care for and it was neces- 
sary to help her husband with the farm work. Per- 
haps she shouldn’t have taken me with her. After 
all, people might blame her if I died. 

But I did not die. God heard the fervent prayers 
which Papa and Mama offered for my recovery, 
and at Rose’s house I became a totally different 
child. This was not because the good woman had 
any luxuries to give me. On the contrary, she had 
very little time to spend on my care. Many days, 
because there was no proper carriage, she put me 
in a wheelbarrow filled with hay and took me out 
to the fields where she and her husband were work- 
ing. Sometimes I was left alone under a tree. At 
others, Rose put the wheelbarrow in the sun. 








Many days, because there was no proper carriage, she 
put me in a wheelbarrow filled with hay.... 


“The little one is too pale,” she said. “Maybe 
the sunshine will help her to grow strong.” 

I did grow strong, and brown. In a few months 
there was no longer any danger that I would die. 
Rose was pleased and one May day took me home to 
show Mama how I had grown. Why, I weighed 
fourteen pounds! 

“Therese is going to be all right, Madame,” she 
said thankfully. ‘And I think I can leave her with 
you, now that she’s nearly six months old.” 

Mama was so happy. “Rose, how can I thank 
you?” she cried. “You saved her life!” 

Rose nodded, a little shyly, and put me in Mama’s 
arms. “I have to go to the market now,” she said. 
“It’s the day for selling butter, you know, and I’m 
late.” 

Of course I could not understand what Rose was 
saying but it did not take long for me to realize 
that she had left me, and in the arms of a stranger. 
At once I started to cry. Nothing could make me 
stop. As time passed, Mama became frightened. 
She tried to comfort me, to sing little songs, to 
rock me to sleep. I wasn’t interested. I wanted 
Rose. I was used to her, not to anyone else. Final- 
ly Mama called the maid. 
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“Louise, what am I going to do? Therese will 
make herself sick with all this crying.” 

Louise peered down at me anxiously. I was 
screaming at the top of my lungs and my face was 
a deep and angry red. 

“Do you really want my opinion, Madame?” 

“In Heaven’s name, yes! None of my other 
children ever acted like this.” 

Louise smiled. “It’s simple, Madame. The child 
wants Rose. She won’t stop crying unless we take 
her to her.” 

“But Rose is selling butter at the market!” 

“She could still look after the baby, Madame. 
And she’d be pleased if we told her how the little 
one misses her.” 

Poor Mama! She didn’t want to let go of me 
but there was nothing else to do. “All right,” she 
said sadly. “Take Therese down to the market, 
Louise. But if she still keeps on crying, what 
shall we do then?” 

There was no need for Mama to worry about 


this. As soon as Louise and I arrived at the mar- 
ket, where women from the farms outside Alencon 
were selling their butter, I began to smile. Then 
I laughed and laughed, for my eyes had caught 
sight of Rose. I stretched out my arms happily. 
This was what I had wanted all the time, to be with 
her who had cared for me so many months. 

I stayed at the market all day, happy and con- 
tented as Rose and her friends sold their butter. 
A few people asked questions about me as I ‘lay 
quietly in my good friend’s arms. 

“Rose, I didn’t know you had such a little girl 
as this one,” they remarked. “And she has fair 


hair. I thought all your children were dark.” 
Rose laughed. “Oh, the child isn’t mine,” she 
said. 


“Then whose is she?” 

“She belongs to the Martin family, Lord bless 
her! And good as gold she is, too—at least, when 
I’m looking after her!” 


(To be continued) 








The Abbey Concert Band gave its principal concert of the year on Easter, following the Pontifical Vespers. The 


gorgeous decorations were in the colors of the Allied Nations. 
Father John Thuis, O.S.B., is the director of .the band, com- 


tional airs and traditional tunes of these countries. 


The program was almost entirely made up of na- 


posed of students of the Major and Minor Seminaries at St. Meinrad. 
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The Message 
of Fatima’ 
Abbe R. Payriere 


ATIMA is an isolated village of small im- 

portance built on an arid plateau about a 
hundred miles to the north of Lisbon. Some two 
miles from the village is a little valley called the 
Cova da Iria, where the Virgin Mary appeared to 
three Portuguese children during the period May 
13th to October 13th, 1917. The children were 
Lucy, aged 10, and her cousins Jacinta, aged 7, 
and Francois, aged 9. The Apparitions appeared 
on the 13th of each month at midday, except that 
the Apparition of August was on the 19th, as will 
be explained later. It is to be noted that these 
Apparitions began in May, the month of Mary, 
and ended in October, the month of the Holy 
Rosary, and were at noon, the hour of the Angelus. 


THE FIRST APPARITION 


On Sunday, May 13th, Lucy, Jacinta and Fran- 
cois were guarding their sheep at the Cova da Iria 
and reciting the rosary according to their custom, 
when suddenly there was a sharp flash of lightning. 
Fearing a storm they began to round up the sheep 
when a second flash, more brilliant than the first, 
made them halt. As they stood trembling on the 
path they saw a dazzling light and a Lady, as Lucy 
later told, shining with light and grace, presented 
herself to their view. With a gesture she reas- 
sured them; “Do not fear, I will not harm you.” 
In an ecstasy the children looked at her. Her face 
was of an unspeakable beauty, surrounded by an 
aureole of sunlight, and at the same time veiled 
with a shadow of sorrow. Her hands were joined 
on her breast in an attitude of prayer; her dress, 
white as snow, reached to her feet and was 
fastened at the waist with a golden cord the ends 
of which fell to her knees. A white mantle, edged 
and embroidered with gold, covered her head and 
fell to her feet. In her right hand she held a 
rosary of shining pearls with a silver cross. 

At last Lucy broke the silence of her rapturous 
ecstasy. “Where do you come from?” she asked 
the Lady. “I come from heaven,” the Vision re- 


* A Paper read before the Priests’ Sodality of the 
Most Precious Blood on November 4th, 1943. 





Our Lady of Fatima 


plied. “And what have you come for?” “I have 
come to ask you to return here for six consecutive 
months, on the 13th day of each month at this 
same hour. In the month of October I shall tell 
you who I am and what I want.” In her turn the 
Lady questioned the children and told them what 
she desired. ‘‘Do you wish to offer yourselves to 
God in order to bear the sufferings he wants to 
send you as a means of reparation for the sins 
which offend him, and as a means of supplication 
for the conversion of sinners?” With heroic sim- 
plicity the children answered with Lucy “Yes, we 
do want to.” “Then you will have many sufferings, 
but God’s grace will strengthen you,” replied the 
Lady. Before leaving them she added “My chil- 
dren, go on always saying your rosary as you have 
just done.” Then, gliding rather than walking, 
the beautiful Lady retired towards the east and 
faded into the sunlight. The Apparition had lasted 
about ten minutes. If deep joy filled them to the 
very depths of their beings, the sufferings foretold 
by our Lady would soon have to be paid as its 
price. In spite of the arrangements made by Lucy 
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to keep silent about it all, little Jacinta told every- 
thing to her mother. Sceptically her parents re- 
fused to believe. The children were continually 
rebuked. Lucy was beaten and treated as a liar 
and hypocrite by her own family and the village 
people. Calmly and simply, without contradicting 
one another, the three children stuck to their story 
and determination to be faithful to the next meet- 
ing. 
THE SECOND APPARITION 


June 13th is the feast of St. Anthony of Padua, 
who was born at Lisbon, and is the Patron of Por- 
tugal. At midday the children were at the ap- 
pointed place accompanied by 60 people. After 
the devout recitation of the rosary the Virgin ap- 
peared to the children. She advised them to recite 
the rosary often and asked them to add to each 
decade this prayer: “O Jesus pardon our sins, 
deliver us from the fires of hell, and relieve the 
souls in purgatory, above all the most abandoned 
of them.” To Lucy she said “I wish you would 
learn to read.” To each child she confided a secret, 
not to be revealed. 


THE THIRD APPARITION 


On Friday, July 13th, five thousand people were 
hurrying on their way to the Cova da Iria. At the 
same hour and in the same manner the Apparition 
took place. “At Lucy’s request the thousands of 
spectators knelt down. The Lady recommended to 
the children the frequent recitation of the rosary 
as a means of bringing the war to an end. She 
added “Only the intercession of our Blessed Lady 
can obtain this grace for mankind.” When Lucy 
asked her heavenly visitor to disclose her name 
and—at the suggestion of the bystanders—to work 
a miracle as a proof of the reality of her presence, 
the Vision replied “Continue to come here on the 
13th of each month. On the 13th of October I 
shall tell you who I am and what I want, and I shall 
work a wonderful miracle, so that the whole world 
will believe in the Apparitions.” The Blessed 
Virgin confided to the children a secret, part of 
which is now known and concerns the establish- 
ment of the devotion to her Immaculate Heart. 
During the Apparition the spectators had noticed 
that as well as the sunlight becoming dull, a little 
white cloud surrounded the children and covered 
the scene of the Apparition. 


THE REACTION 
If the little seers were fortified by the words 
and sight of the Virgin Mary, the opposition 
against them did not lessen. Disbelief, the re- 
proaches of parents and neighbours, the reserve 


of the ecclesiastical ‘authorities, were their lot; 
the liberal press presented the affair as an inven- 
tion of the priests. At last, the municipal au- 
thorities of the district of Vila de Ourem decided 
to end these manifestations by force. 


THE FOURTH APPARITION 


All this disturbance among the authorities and 
the newspaper campaign brought to the Cova da 
Iria on August 13th a crowd of people estimated 
at about 18,000, for the most part devout believers. 
They were praying, singing and saying the rosary 
aloud. Midday came, and the children were not 
there. This was strange, but everyone waited 
patiently. At last the news spread, the children 
were not coming. The administrator of Ourem 
had taken them off in his carriage, and shut them 
up in his house. The crowd in indignation at once 
talked of going to lodge a protest with the local 
authority, when something extraordinary happened 
which captivated their interest and calmed them. 
From the clear sky came a brilliant flash of light- 
ning and a clap of thunder. The sun grew dim 
and the atmosphere became a dull yellow. A light 
cloud, very beautiful in form, appeared near the 
oak tree—the spot of the Apparitions—rose into 
the air and then faded away. Filled with awe and 
feeling the presence of the supernatural, the crowd 
dispersed, calm now and grateful as they com- 
mented on these events. 

In the meantime the Administrator had taken 
the children to his home, and for three days, re- 
sorting variously to promises, ruses and threats, 
tried in vain to make them contradict one another, 
to admit that they had lied, and to give away the 
secret entrusted to them. In the face of his failure 
he adopted an artifice, “Either you tell me the truth 
or I shall have you fried in a red hot frying pan,” 
and taking the children one by one he pretended to 
carry out his threat. Lucy remained to the last 
and later, when asked what she thought he was 
going to do with her, replied, “I certainly thought 
he meant it and that I was going to die in the pan, 
but I could not betray my secret, and I placed my- 
self in the hands of our Blessed Lady.” Forced 
to yield, the Administrator took the children back 
to the parish priest of Fatima on August 16th, 
who restored them to their parents, whose anxiety 
may be imagined. 


THE APPARITION OF AUGUST 19TH 


Having through no fault of their own missed 
the appointment for August 13th, and not expect- 
ing to see the Lady before the next month, the 
children went back to their ordinary occupations. 


1944 THE GRAIL 173 





But to their great surprise’on August 19th, in 
another place called Vallinhos, the Lady appeared 
to them. She complained about the man who had 
prevented them from coming to meet her at the 
Cova da Iria on the 13th, and added that because 
of this the miracle announced for October 13th 
would be less striking than it should have been. 
She invited them to pray and to sacrifice them- 
selves for sinners. “Pray, pray much, and make 
sacrifices for sinners, for many souls go to Hell, 
because there is no one to make sacrifices for 
them.” The children took back home with them 
the branch on which the Vision had rested her foot, 
and while Lucy’s mother was holding it a delicious 
perfume of a kind unknown came from the foliage. 


THE FIFTH APPARITION 


On September 13th 30,000 people assembled at 
Fatima. Roads and paths were crowded with ar- 
dent and zealous pilgrims saying their rosaries 
as they went along. From ten o’clock the little 
valley, from henceforth a sacred place, was filled 
with the crowd going towards the scene of the Ap- 
paritions. A little before midday, when the chil- 
dren arrived, Lucy called out to the crowd, “You 
must pray.” “I shall never forget,” says one wit- 
ness, “the deep impression it made on me to see so 
many thousands of people fall on their knees at 
the voice of a child, praying with tears and begging 
with confidence the maternal protection of the 
Queen of Heaven.” At midday exactly the crowd 
saw the sun grow dim, the atmosphere change to 
dull gold. Suddenly cries of surprise and joy broke 
eut. “There she is ... She’s coming ... over there 

” In the cloudless sky a luminous cloud ap- 
peared which moving from east to west, glided 
slowly and majestically across the heavens. A 
light white cloud enveloped the green oak and the 
three visionaries. Then, more wonderful still, from 
the cloudless sky fell a shower of white flowers 
which, without reaching the ground, faded away 
while still in the air. The crowd, profoundly 
moved, were rapt in admiration, aware, too, that 
the children were conversing with an invisible per- 
son. They heard what Lucy said, without seeing 
the Lady or hearing her answers. The Apparition 
told the children that it was necessary to go on 
saying the rosary in order to obtain the end of the 
war. She promised to return on October 13th with 
St. Joseph and the Child Jesus. She insisted 
earnestly that the children must be faithful to the 
meeting. Lucy asked the Vision if she would cure 
the sick. She replied, “I shall cure some of them 
but not all, because the Lord has no confidence 
in them.” 


THE SIXTH AND LAST APPARITION 


Announced by the Apparition of July 13th, con- 
firmed by those of August 19th and September 
13th, the great miracle of October attracted to 
Fatima an immense concourse of people. The pre- 
diction, spread throughout the country and received 
in many different ways, was the subject of in- 
numerable comments. But both believers and un- 
believers rejoiced over the gallantry and boldness 
which promised a great miracle. 

1. for an exact date October 13th, 1917, 

2. for an appointed hour midday, 

3. in a definite place La Cova da Iria, 
thus putting at everyone’s disposal a straight easy 
and irrefutable. way of verifying whether or not 
the Apparitions of Fatima were authentic and Di- 
vine. On the eve the highways and roads leading 
to Fatima were crowded with vehicles and pedes- 
trians, many of whom were barefooted, carrying 
their rosaries in their hands and singing as they 
went. A very large number spent the night out of 
doors, many at the Cova da Iria, in spite of the 
coolness of the season. The morning of the 13th 
brought with it disappointment. It was raining 
and cold. The Heavenly Vision was giving a hard 
trial to those on whom she would soon bestow a 
wonderful spectacle. The rain fell heavily and in- 
cessantly all the morning. Stoically, the crowd 
prayed, continually increasing. The hour drew 
near. 70,000 people were at the children’s meeting- 
place, praying and saying the rosary. With diffi- 
culty the three children, accompanied by their 
parents, made their way through the vast, respect- 
ful crowd. Lucy asked that the umbrellas should 
be closed, and with docility the crowd obeyed. In 
the rain the multitude recited the Hail Marys of 
the rosary. 


Exactly at noon Lucy interrupted the prayer, 
crying out “There, she is coming.” Three times 
during the 13 to 15 minutes the Apparition lasted 
the crowds were able to see a white cloud envelop- 
ing the children. 


THE MESSAGE OF OUR BLESSED LADY 


This is the message recounted by the children 
after the Apparition. “She said she was our Lady 
of the Rosary, and that we must repent of our 
sins, change our lives and no longer offend our 
Lord, who is so greatly offended, and that the 
rosary must be recited. She added that she wished 
a chapel to be built there in her honour. She 
promised that if men changed their lives the war 
would finish quickly and that she would answer 
their prayers.” 


174 THE GRAIL May 








oe 


now = & ee se © OO oO DH > OR 


— As 


iu» tft ma « am ae Bo oo 2 ae Clue lO Ce 














THE GREAT MIRACLE 


Moving away from the children our Lady pointed 
to the sky. Lucy called out “Look at the sun.” 
Then, for twelve minutes this crowd of 70,000 
people was able to contemplate a wondrous, stupi- 
fying spectacle, never seen before. The rain had 
suddenly stopped, the clouds had dispersed and the 
sun appeared like a silver globe at which one could 
gaze without being dazzled. All at once, the sun 
began to spin round and round like a wheel of fire 
casting in every direction enormous beams of light 
of every colour, painting the earth, the clouds and 
the people in the most fantastic fashion. After 
four minutes the sun stood still, only to begin again 
a second time and a third, the same whirling dance 
in a fairylike maze of light. While everyone in 
the crowd held his breath and gazed upon this 
startling spectacle the three children, and they 
alone, saw at the side of the sun four living tab- 
leaux appear in succession: 

1. The Holy Family. Our Lady of the Rosary 

and St. Joseph carrying the Infant Jesus. 

2. Our Lord, grown up, lovingly blessing the 

crowd. 

3. Our Lady of Sorrows. 

4. Our Lady of Mount Carmel with the scapu- 

lar in her hand. 

As the tableaux faded came the final moment. 
The sun, after its dance of fire and colour, ceased 
to turn, and like a gigantic wheel which by the very 
movement of turning has become loosened, detached 
itself from the firmament and hurtled down to- 
wards the crowd, crouching terror-stricken on the 
ground, convinced that this was the end of the 
world foretold in the Gospels. From all the vast 
multitude suddenly on its knees rose the most ar- 
dent supplications, the most fervent acts of contri- 
tion. But the end did not come. As if stayed by 
the Divine Hand, the sun stopped its headlong 
descent, and when the first fearful heads were 
raised it was to see the marvels vanished and the 
sun shining in its usual place in the sky. This was 
the miracle. It is beyond explanation or denial. 
There is nothing to add to these wondrous facts, 
and from the point of view of human reason, rati- 
fied by such an abundance of proofs and of authen- 
tic witnesses. 


THE SECRET 


This is Lucy’s description of the second part of 
the vision of July 13th, 1917. “After the vision of 
Hell, we raised our eyes to our Lady and she said 
to us kindly but sadly, ‘You have seen Hell where 
the souls of sinners go. To save these souls God 
wishes to establish in the world devotion to my 
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Immaculate Heart. If people do what I have told 
you many souls will be saved and will find peace. 
The war is going to end, but if people do not cease 
to offend God not much time will elapse, and pre- 
cisely during the next pontificate, another and more 
terrible war will commence. When night illumi- 
nated by an unknown light is seen, know that it 
is the signal which God gives you that the chastise- 
ment of the world for its transgressions is at hand, 
through war, famine, and the persecution of the 
Church and the Holy Father. To avoid this, I 
ask for the consecration of the world to my Im- 
maculate Heart, and Communion in reparation on 
the first Saturday in each month. If my requests 
are heard, Russia will be converted and there will 
be peace. Otherwise great errors will be spread 
throughout the world, giving rise to wars and per- 
secutions against the Church. The good will suffer 
martyrdom, and the Holy Father will have to suffer 
much. But in the end my Immaculate Heart will 
triumph, the Holy Father will consecrate Russia to 
me: Russia will be converted and an era of peace 
will be granted to Humanity.’” Is this clear? Will 
the Christian world spread the message of our 
Lady, after the example of the Holy Father? The 
Pope has spoken. Pius XII has spoken in keeping 
with the message of Fatima, 

Such is the account of Fatima, made as objec- 
tive as possible and attested by witnesses worthy of 
credence and by the highest authorities of the 
Church. We find ourselves in the presence of an 
exceptional intervention of God in human affairs. 
Mary is his messenger. If we open the Bible, we 
find there frequent interventions of God. Are not 
the books of the prophets a series of admonitions, 
of warnings addressed to his people, to lead them 
back into the right way? And why should not God 
have also a message to give to the twentieth cen- 
tury in the crucial hours in which we live? 


THE MESSAGE OF FATIMA 


The Message of Fatima is an appeal to return 
to the practices of the Gospel, the only means of 
saving the world from the Divine Wrath. The 
power of the Rosary is evoked by the title which 
the Apparition takes and by the insistence with 
which she recommends its recitation. But the chief 
and central point of the message, that. which it 
plainly states, is that the Will of God clearly in- 
tends to condition the salvation of the human race 
by establishing in the world devotion to the Im- 
maculate Heart of Mary. 


THE VIRGIN AND COMMUNISM 


Our Liturgy salutes in Mary the intrepid and 
vigilant guardian of the Faith and the Truth. You 
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will notice that the Apparitions at Fatima coin- 
cided with the birth of Communism. At the very 
time when this social system appeared, whose dy- 
namic and vitality have been manifested for 25 
years with fierce energy, Mary came to tell the 
Christian world that only her Immaculate Heart 
could preserve the world from the errors which this 
new political philosophy carried in embryo. Here 
is an aspect of Fatima which shows in full its 
living palpitating actuality. Pius XI condemned 
both the errors of Nazism and of atheistic Com- 
munism. As an ardent supporter of social pro- 
gress, profoundly convinced that the ruling, con- 
servative and capitalist classes bear an enormous 
responsibility for not having seen or rather, alas, 
for not having wished to understand in their ego- 
ism the necessary social and economic transforma- 
tions which industrial development impose, I re- 
gard with sympathy both men and systems which 
look to the amelioration of the working world. But 
man is not only a body, a stomach; and we shall 
never be able to admit a social system which is 
founded on a materialist philosophy and which dis- 
poses of the dignity of the person and the human 
soul no less than of the rights of God. The prob- 
lem of the day is this; is atheistic Communism able 
to become Christian Communism, a spiritual Com- 
munism? This is the whole question. We have 
no fear of social economic transformations, how- 
ever radical, provided that the rights of the liberty 
of the individual conscience, the family, the educa- 
tion of the children and the family are safeguard- 
ed. It is said that religious liberty is re-established 
in Russia. We are willing to believe that it is so 
and welcome it with lively joy, but we must recog- 
nize that the re-establishment is new and after 25 
years of propaganda we demand proof, and the 
certainty that time will bring. 

Judging from normal standards of thought we 
may say that in a few months Germany will be 
beaten. Then, on a line crossing Europe from the 
North Sea to the Mediterranean and which I do 
not presume to fix, the Allied and the Soviet armies 
will confront one another, both powerfully equipped 
with formidable weapons. I am persuaded of the 
great valour of our troops, but it is an evident fact 
that the greatest burden of the world battle has 
been supported by the Russian armies. If they 
have undergone bloody losses, they have on the oth- 
er hand acquired in this terrible war a military 
value and combativity of the first order, while this 
experience of fire is lacking to the greater part of 
our troops. There is the actual situation. The 
crux of the question is, as I see it, able to be fixed 
thus— 
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1. Either Russian Communism in spite of ap- 
pearances keeps its original doctrine, its atheistic 
materialism, its program of a world revolution 
against all bourgeois lands; in that case, it is only 
a question of material force, of brute force, and 
when Germany is beaten our situation, confronted 
with the formidable Russian army, will not yet be 


that of a true and confident peace. Many uncer- 
tainties, fears and menaces will weigh on our 
shoulders. 

2. Or, actual liberty conceded to religion in Rus- 
sia really corresponds to a changed orientation, not 
only in regard to political Communism but to a 
profound evolution of its doctrine, its inner spirit 
and its program. If Communism, without aban- 
doning its program of social and economic trans- 
formation, abandons its atheism, recognises the 
rights of the individual conscience, of religion, and 
the family, then there will be a real entente, and a 
true peace is possible, probable, certain. 


THE SPIRITUAL AND MARIAN CRUSADE 


To the reader of the miraculous facts at Fa- 
tima, profoundly convinced of the action of Provi- 
dence in the world, I dare to affirm that it depends 
on the Christian world whether the redoubtable di- 
lemma that I have posited will find a peaceful solu- 
tion. “If men will listen to my demands” (devotion 
to her Immaculate Heart) said the Holy Virgin, 
“Russia will be converted and there will be peace. 
If not, it will spread its errors through the world 
producing wars and persecutions.” 


THE MOVEMENT THROUGHOUT 
THE WORLD 

On October 31st, 1942, Pius XII consecrated the 
world and Russia to the Immaculate Heart of 
Mary at the close of the jubilee of Fatima. On 
December 8th he renewed this consecration on the 
Feast of the Immaculate Conception. At the be- 
ginning of the month of May he invited the Apos- 
tolic Delegates to ask the Bishops to stir up the 
clergy and people to practice the consecration to 
the Immaculate Heart of Mary. The medal of 
June 29th, 1943, the medal struck on the feast of 
SS. Peter & Paul, which generally represents the 
most notable event of the year, depicts the Pope 
consecrating the world to the Immaculate Heart of 
Mary. Following the appeal of the Pope an im- 
mense Marian crusade is on foot. The Archbishops 
have followed the example of the Pope. The last 
pastoral letter of Cardinal Hinsley was consecrated 
to the Immaculate Heart of Mary. With a unani- 
mous gesture all the dioceses of France consecrated 
themselves to the Immaculate Heart on May 28th, 
1943. 
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The Mannings are a family of six, living in Copper 
City, Montana. Two nieces and a nephew—from Califor- 
nia—during the illness of their mother are staying with 
the Mannings. The young folks are all of College age. 
Clare, the eldest Manning, has recently entered a novi- 
tiate. In this chapter Julia Manning and Nell Galvin, a 
neighbor, are on an errand of mercy in Dublin Gulch. 
The Galvins have lost their little Lucy, and the bereaved 
mother is taking some of her child’s clothing to the 
needy Flahertys. Once assured that their callers are 
not from “The Welfare,” Pat Flaherty and his wife take 
them in cordially. We find them engaged in conversa- 
tion over a cup of tea. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
(Continued ) 


ELL faced May as she passed the sugar, “I 
brought these because your little girl and 
mine were of a size. May I give them to her?” 

May said, “It is nice of you to want Rose to have 
them. How did you know they were of a size?” 

“T saw you at the market this morning and it 
struck me they were the same.” 

“And I thought you were the Welfare,” May 
said. 

The tea was hot and refreshing and there were 
crackers on a plate offered around by the older girl. 
Julia was hurt at the thought of the scant supply 
in the’ pantry from which the crackers came. She 
knew she could not sleep if there was not some way 
to make things better for this gallant little family 
barricaded here against the world. 


HEALY 





“We have a friend who is a Doctor. Will you 
give me permission to have him come to see you?” 
She asked this directly of the man. He turned 
from her and exchanged a swift look with his wife. 
Then he said, “Were I well I could do a man’s work 
and earn a man’s wage. If this Doctor will give 
me credit I’ll accept your sending him.” 

“Yes, he will extend credit. More than that. Will 
you accept from me a loan?” My endowment poli- 
cy, she thought. It is just due. It is an invest- 
ment. There is sure guarantee in these eyes the 
Donnovans have. 

“You mean you’ll loan us money, just like that? 
You do not want our name to put into a case. On 
the charity records?” 

“T will loan it as a friend. What do you say?” 

“T say that God is good and that His Holy Moth- 
er never fails,” May said. “It was she who sent 
you here. It was she who directed you to our 
door.” 

“Why I believe you’re right,” Julia agreed won- 
deringly, “and it was for all our sakes.” 

“That is true,” said Nell. 

On the way home Julia and Nell did not speak of 
the thoughts each had. They talked about how 
long it took to cook beans if they were not soaked 
over night and of a new way to clean silverware. 
It was as though each were postponing until the 
hour of family prayer the thing deep within her 
heart. Julia was thinking of her own causes of 
gratitude. Of this new closeness to Mary since 
Clare had followed her Son. Of her need for Mary 
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every day, every hour, of her surety of being 
heard. ~ Nell must have been thinking of Mary, too. 
Perhaps she was already entrusting messages to 
Lucy. That she be allowed to peek over the clouds 
to her heart’s content so that things would go well 
here. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


S SOON AS Tom Manning came in to lunch 

he noticed the letter from Clare on the hall- 
way table. “But you should have opened it, Julia,” 
he protested. 

“T thought it would be nice to read the first let- 
ter from Kansas together. I don’t mind waiting.” 

Tom picked up the letter and held it in his hand. 
It was as though the contact with this square, with 
the familiar handwriting was a touch with the 
writer herself. “I salute your will power,” he 
told Julia. “Imagine having this near you all 
morning and not giving in to the urge to see what’s 
in it.” 

He didn’t need to pay such tribute to her self- 
control. It had not been as difficult as it might 
seem for Julia to restrain herself from opening 
the letter. Furthermore the letter itself, yet sealed 
had contributed several hours of a unique com- 
panionship. 

From the first moment when she’d been moving 
about in her household chores, Julia had been 
watching for the mail man. Oh, she did not want- 
only give in to the urge to wait hopefully for his 
approach, but she had somehow managed a fre- 
quent passing of the front door where she might 
glimpse the white slit in the mail box which would 
declare the presence of a letter and she had been 
able while making the beds to obtain a splendid 
view of the street up which he was due. At last 
she’d seen the blue uniformed figure with his leath- 
er shoulder bag and she had paused with her dust 
mop on the stairs and almost held her breath until 
she heard the faint unmistakable thud of feet on 
the porch steps followed by the sound of the mail 
box lid dropping back into place. 

As she had hurried out to the box she had as- 
sured herself that it was probably not from Clare 
anyway, all the while she was certain that it was. 
The firm clear handwriting was that of her daugh- 
ter. Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Manning. The post- 
mark was the one her eyes were seeking, ‘St. 
Marys, Kansas.’ 

Julia found herself smiling a trifle at the letter 
as she carried it to the slim hall table. She placed 
it there on the doily of Cluny Irish lace, beside the 
late spray of vine berries in the modest colored 
bowl. The letter looked nice and cheery waiting 


there, so white and clean beside the vivid berries. 
The still life picture was one Clare would have 
liked with her true eye for line and color. In the 
old days the dreams had seemed guided by that 
talent. Who could have foreseen that they would 
turn toward the line of the horizon, the intricate 
design of the human soul. 


Clare definitely had had a way with growing 
things—particularly with the less applauded ones. 
It was the things not heralded popularly as lovely 
which Clare seemed most to challenge to bring to 
recognition. If she had a sheaf of hot-house car- 
nations she would not exert herself very much. 

A tall vase was enough for them and their trail- 
ing ferns. But let her come by a cluster of the 
bitterroot growing close to the ground and tender- 
ly she’d take it home and experiment with various 
vases until one was found which achieved just the 
desired effect. It was not enough for her to enjoy 
the wild charm and beauty of the bitterroot by 
herself, or to see the silver edges of the sage or the 
violent tone of cactus flowers. She seemed impelled 
to present them so that their loveliness might be 
discovered by even the most casual eye. 

The berries in the dull toned vase beside the 
letter were a tribute to Clare. Julia had seen them 
nodding their bright heads beside the back fence 
when she had stepped out to shake crumbs from the 
table cloth and she immediately thought of how 
pleased Clare would have been to see gay laggards 
lingering on the vine. She’d have gone at once for 
her garden clippers and brought them into the 
house. It was fitting that they should be assigned 
to guardianship of Clare’s letter. And it had been 
company and a comfort the whole morning long, 
the letter, the berries, and Julia. No, it had not 
been self-sacrificing to wait. 

When they were all seated at the luncheon table, 
Julia slipped into her place, with the cover yet on 
the casserole in front of her. She could tell by the 
eager look on all of them that other appetites could 
wait until the letter had been read. 


Tom neatly slit the letter. ‘“I’ll read it aloud,” 


and with that he began. 


Dear Mother and Dad and everyone, 

It makes you all seem very near to be writing 
to you and at the same time I know it’s a mighty 
long ride from Montana to Kansas. But you 
seem near because I can almost travel along with 
my letter and witness its reception. You are 
such dears you will all listen to the letter as 
though what I have to say is terribly important. 
Maybe Dad will even read it out loud at lunch or 
dinner time. How right am I? 


Of course she was right. Julia was leaning for- 
ward as she listened and she was aware that the 
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others were doing the same. She saw Sue’s eyes 
open wide. She had always been so devoted to her 
big sister. In little Ruth’s soft cheeks were dots 
of unusual cclor and there was an avid and eager 
interest in the manner in which her head was lifted 
as though this was a personal message directed to 
her. Watching the sensitive face, it occurred to 
Julia that there might be a reason for the child’s 
absorption which she had never before suspected. 
Did this shy, lovable youngster have a yearning for 
the religious life, too? Dear little Ruth. Was she 
reading between the lines before they were even 
read aloud? 
Dave’s attention was on the letter for all his air 
of insouciance. Tom’s even voice was going on: 
Everything is lovely here and the Sisters go 
to such trouble to make it happy and pleasant 
for everyone. I had the opportunity to talk to 
Mother Superior for a short while this after- 
noon and it’s an inspiration just to contact a 
person like her. She was very simple and in- 
formal and it was as though I’d known her for 
a long time. She made me feel that this is my 
home. 
Now it may seem funny to say what I just 


have about this being my home but I think you'll - 


all understand how it is meant. Every memory 
I have of us all together is something I’ll keep 
‘forever. But if my prayers to persevere are 
answered I’ll never come back as one of “the 
Manning girls.” If I come it will be to visit and 
then to come back to wherever I’ve been as- 
signed by my superiors. 

Let me tell you about my first evening here 
which was yesterday. In spite of the excite- 
ment and the welcome from the Sisters and all 
the details of getting settled there was a hollow 
ache inside of me and it was an ache of loneli- 
ness. For you all, of course. The postulants do 
not have much time to themselves until after 
dinner, and then there’s a period when silence 
is maintained and when each girl is free to 
stroll about if she likes. The grounds are large 
and beautiful even now; when it’s really spring 
they’ll probably take a person’s breath away. 

I think early evening about the nicest time of 
all the day but it’s the time when you feel things 
most too. You know what I mean. If you are 
extra happy, everything wells up inside so as 
to get its due before the day fades and if you 
are sort of sad you are conscious of it then most 
of all. Now don’t get the impression that I was 
sad at all. But walking out there alone I could 
suddenly see all of you as clear as anything. It 
would be late afternoon in Montana and getting 
dark. And Mother would be turning on the 
lights and Dad might be poking at the fires and 
there’d be a big hub-bub in the kitchen with 
everyone chattering away. I felt far away even 
though I could see you so well and I found my- 
self standing stock still staring at the sun set- 
ting against the flat land. Just then the eve- 
ning Angelus began to ring. Everyone stopped 
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at the sound and I could see the other girls mak- 
ing the Sign of the Cross. It was second nature 
for me to do the same thing and I was whisper- 
ing the words under my breath as you’d only 
feel free to do out of doors. And even while I 
was saying the Angelus I knew I’d found a cure 
for lonesomeness. I wouldn’t wait for the re- 
minder of an Angelus bell next time. If I felt 
the distance between us ever again I’d simply 
bring you close in a prayer. You were near 
me as anything and the moment before you'd 
been endless miles away. 

Now I know that when Hank and Barney read 
this letter they’ll snort their funny laughs and 
say, “Saved by the bell.” But even if those two 
laugh at me they know what I mean. 

I’ve gone on now at great length, haven’t I, 
and I haven’t really given you much information 
about things here. But I’ll do better next time. 

The Mistress of Postulants has given me per- 
mission to write every day for the first week 
and after that I’ll keep the regular rules and you 
won’t hear from me as often. But there are no 
rules as to the amount of incoming mail so 
everyone be sure and write to me. Sue and Ruth 
let me know how Honey is getting along. We * 
have a dog here named Calico. Isn’t that cute? 

With my love to all of you. Please pray for 

your own, 


Clare. 


Tom was folding the sheets of paper with his 
eyes on Julia. He smiled at her and he gave her a 
crinkly wink with one grey eye. He was telling her 
that it was a good letter. That Clare was well 
launched; perversely they were grateful for the 
fact that she had missed them and longed for them. 
But she was all right and so were they. 

Dave picked up his knife and buttered a piece 
of bread: “Bet the Mistress of Postulants was 
shocked by that crack of being saved by the bell.” 

“T daresay she wasn’t shocked in the least,” Ju- 
lia said. “Should Clare several years from now be 
the Mistress, she’d by no means be shocked.” 

“Touché,” granted Dave. “I keep forgetting that 
the Nuns are people and Clare should convince me 
if everything else has failed. But I guess it’s a 
hangover from my days with Sister Mary Xavier. 
Honestly if she didn’t have eyes in the back of her 
bonnet she must have done it with mirrors. She 
was always a jump ahead of us.” 

“T think the habits are what fool us,” Julia re- 
flected. “The dress being all alike some people 
assume the nuns are cut to a mold. But a habit 
is just a uniform. No one ignores the various 
personalities in a military regiment in spite of 
perfection in drill.” 

Tom was looking at her strangely, “What made 
you compare them to a regiment?” 
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“Why?” asked Julia. 
parison.” 


“Tt seemed a natural com- 


“It brought another letter to my mind,” Tom 
explained, “which I’d forgetten with reading 
Clare’s.” 

“Whom is the letter from?” Sue asked. 

Tom smiled at her, “From a pretty important 
person. That tall fellow known as Uncle Sam. It 
was addressed to a friend of yours, Mr. Walter 
McGruder.” 

“The draft board?” Julia asked. 

“Oh,” cried Sue, “is Mac going to be a soldier?” 
We've 
His number 


“Gee,” Dave said, “We'll miss old Mac. 
gotten used to having him around. 
was called, huh?” 

“That’s it,” Tom said; it seems like every time 
you turn around another young fellow is off or 
about to go.” 


Julia stood up from the table and fled to the 
kitchen. She fumbled with a plate. She’d bring 
more bread. Or fresh butter. Any pretext would 
do. She was thinking of Frances. What would 
separation mean to her and Walter. When one is 
young, a year is forever. When the years have 
piled to an appreciable heap a single one is a grain 
of time. It was as though the vibration of the 
world’s dissention was throbbing in her ears as 
Julia stood there in the kitchen, the clink of silver 
in the other room drowned out by that further 
sound. She was thinking of the other young men 
of similar age. The tall Cunningham boy, the eld- 
est of nine. The nice lad who selected her gro- 
ceries at the McCale store. Some of the School of 
Mines boys were going. Julia was not fumbling 
for a plate now. She was standing with hands 
tightly clasped and gazing out the window. There 
used to be a song they sang in 1918 in the parochial 
schools. The song came back now to Julia Manning, 
Julia the mother of two boys of equal height with 
their father. 

“Mary help them, help we pray 

Help our boys, night and day 

Bring us peace and, dearest Mother, 
Bring our boys safe home we pray.” 

Defense. That was defense. Behind the blue 
mantle of the Mother of God. Not in mechanized 
units. Not in airplane manufacturing. Not just 
in diplomatic intrigue and political strategy. Na- 
tional defense; international defense was within 
the realm of the Mother of the Prince of Peace. 
Facing the hill tops and the sky, Julia prayed for 
her boys and for all boys everywhere. Take care 
of them. Patroness of our country. Patroness of 
the universe and the sweet refrain from the old 
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hymn sounded behind her prayer, “Bring us peace, 
and, dearest Mother, bring our boys safe home we 
pray.” 


“Julia,” Tom called. 
cake for dessert?” 


“Are you stirring up a 


“Or is she freezing ice cream?” Dave suggested. 

“Not really cake a la mode,” chortled Sue in a 
too-good-to-be-true voice. 

Julia pulled herself away from her tryst beyond 
the hills. “Butterscotch pudding, no more, no 
less.” She was opening the refrigerator and lift- 
ing out the custard cups. 


, 


“Butterscotch is something,” Dave said. 


“Plenty,” said Tom. 


“Bring Walter to dinner,” Julia suggested awhile 
later to Tom. 


He hugged her, “I knew you’d think of that.” 
“The time will be gone before we know it.” 


“He’ll be a busy young man tidying affairs at 
school.” 

Julia was delighted that afternoon to see Mrs. 
Cunningham plodding up the hill. She anticipated 
the pleasure of her brisk company. But Mrs. Cun- 
ningham was not as cheerful as usual. There was 
a sag to her shoulders and a heavy tiredness to 
her step. Julia held the door open. ‘“‘Do come in, 
Elizabeth.” 


“T will indeed,” she accepted. She sighed as 
she sat down. “It’s my William who must be off 
to be a soldier so a letter to him said.” 


“Well,” said Julia. The one word was non-com- 


mittal. 

“Don’t you sympathize with me?” demanded 
Elizabeth. 

“I know how you feel,” Julia parried. ‘Natural- 
ly you do not like for him to go away. But does 


William know you are upset? You know that 
would trouble him.” 


Mrs. Cunningham rallied, “So it would, the dear 
lad is mindful of his mother.” 


“It’s up to you to help him take it in stride. He 
no doubt has affairs of his own to leave behind.” 


“So he has. Rita Murphy is one of them. The 
sweetest prettiest pet you could want to meet.” 


“Would she wait a year or two?” 


“Naturally.” Mrs. Cunningham straightened as 
though bracing for the wait with the fair Rita. 


“Then you mustn’t make him feel badly; for 
your sake if this Rita can be brave.” 


(To be continued) 


May 




















‘ 


S$ 








Omer H. Eisenman 


ERHAPS we get our best slant 

on the home by trying to grasp 
the perfect manner in which God has 
fitted His Ten Commandments to our 
human nature, and by pondering their 
logical sequence. The first three 
commandments state God’s right to 
our loyalty, our reverence, and our 
worship. There are four command- 
ments which outline the basic human 
rights of our fellowmen to life, to mar- 
riage partner, to property, to good 
reputation. The law of the home, ex- 
pressed in the fourth commandment, 
is inserted immediately after God’s 
rights, and before the general rights 
of humanity. This illustrates the 
very close hook-up of the home with 
God. And the nearer we go back to 
God, the less room there is for analy- 
sis and discussion and for the introduction of com- 
plications. 


The problems of home and family life are best 
solved by the simple, matter-of-fact approach, pre- 
cisely because they are so natural. The family is 
rooted in the Garden of Eden: it is based upon 
natural law, which needs no explanation nor de- 
fense. It runs continuously through the entire his- 
tory of the human race. Christ raised it to the 
dignity of a sacrament, and the Church has set up 
about it a few safeguards. But, always, it has 
been, and is, God’s strong thread, running through 
human life and destiny. 


Living conditions vary in different ages of the 
world’s history, but the formula for success in the 
home is rather much the same as it was back in the 
days of the patriarchs. Common-sense, character, 
spirituality are the main ingredients of a good 
home. Parents with limited education often have 
the greatest success. Lack of money is generally an 
encouragement to develop other resources, and it 
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Clare Harmon 


binds the members into a closer union. 

The best home aid is that which is given in ad- 
vance of marriage. One good home grows out of 
another good home. If parents develop spirituality 
and character in their growing boys and girls, so 
that they later on marry with discretion and with 
full acceptance of their responsibility, we may safe- 
ly allow the latter to run their own homes. 

Home life of today has become unnecessarily com- 
plicated. This sad condition is due to the lack of 
balance in our modern lives. We live in an age of 
science, but practically all of it is the science of 
materialism. Our generation has a mania for try- 
ing to fit its materialistic-scientific processes and 
analyses to every phase of life. Professors, career 
women, writers have tried to fit home life into the 
straight-jacket of materialistic science. As a mat- 
ter of fact, home life is rather an art than a science, 
—and we learn an art by practise. The problems 
of home life cannot be figured out and diagrammed 
on paper, they cannot be solved in text-books and 
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Rather they must be tackled and 


universities. 
solved to the light of solid, time-tested tradition. 
This again stresses our axiom that one good home 
grows out of another. 

We are in this mess, today, because our traditions 
have gone into the discard. Parents, in their be- 


wilderment, have dropped them. The last forty 
years have witnessed more change in our material 
living conditions than the preceding thousand years. 
The problem of parents has been how to continue 
to apply home traditions and God’s law to a daily 
life which changes so suddenly and constantly that 
new conditions and predicaments seem to rise up 
overnight. Parents only become aware of the pres- 
ence of a new, sinister influence in the neighbor- 
hood or the home when the children begin to reach 
for it. They get tired of saying “No.” This has 
been the hardest day-by-day battle for the con- 
scientious parents of this generation. But God 
wants them to win this battle. Their children need 
these lessons of sacrifice, and they pay least for the 
lessons which they learn in childhood. The old tra- 
ditions must not be dropped. 

Certain agencies of government have consistently 
set the pace in this everlasting prodding of parents 
and picking at the home. At least all the milder 
population elements of a restless, irresponsible, 
hypocritical liberalism have been given an outlet 
through tax-paid channels for testing their theories. 
We know that government is an institution, like the 
family, rooted in the needs of our human nature. 
Yet, it is not nearly so close to God, nor so entirely 
natural, as the family. Governments can experi- 
ment with greater impunity, and make more mis- 
takes, before they pay the price, because they have 
not such a close hook-up with God. But parents and 
children, having their home so deeply rooted in 
God’s natural law, are more quickly punished for 
their violation of the family laws. They must not 
accept nor fall in line with untried and ruinous 
experiments. 

The success of the home rests squarely on the 
parents. No other agency or institution can do for 
children what parents can. God gives them love and 
understanding for their children. All they have to 
do is to purify and enrich their natural love in the 
light of Christ’s immortal love; to complete their 
natural understanding by checking against the ex- 
perience and teachings of 
Holy Mother Church. 
Parents can do more than 
any school, in giving their 
children a proper appre- 
ciation of God; in equip- 
ping them to solve the 
basic problems of their =a. /e- 
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own human nature; in teaching them the right ad- 
justment to their world. There is a sad failure in 
nearly every instance, if they depend on any other 
agency to supply this .bed-rock philosophy of life. 
The school can only supply the extra touches; it 
can hang the ornaments, but parents must provide 
the Christmas tree. 

Wise fathers and mothers prepare beforehand for 
the future success.of their homes. Time spent with 
the children when they are young will bring big 
returns and save future worry. Wise parents try 
to make their home the best-loved spot on earth in 
the hearts of their children. They begin their pro- 
gram while the children are little, by making them 
home-minded. In a hundred thoughtful ways they 
turn the minds of their children to the real values 
of life. Praying parents can do this. Entertaining 
games,healthful reading have their place Good 
home discipline builds mutual respect. Back of the 
parents, the children must always see God. Parents 
must be true to God; children must be true to them. 
Chiseling, anywhere along the line, leaves the mark 
of dishonesty on the home effort, and it cuts off the 
flow of God’s blessing. 

This home spirit must grow into a family pos- 
session, and it must be insulated from the spirit 
of the world. The home must be a sanctuary, a 
haven. The reason why parents marry is to have 
their own home. The next logical step is for them 
to run it, under God, as they see fit. The rights of 
the child, during its early years, are, under God, 
vested in the parents. And parents should not be 
too quick to admit that the children have grown up. 
Modern, quack educators place a lot of emphasis on 
giving free rein to the child’s self-expression, and 
Wwe are now reaping the harvest of this “self-ex- 
pression” in the disordered, crooked, criminal lives 
of so many of our budding youngsters. The parents 
are the ones who should express themselves, and 
they should do it in no uncertain terms. Their 
authority is from God, and their responsibility is to 
Him. The home is their possession. 

Christ, Our Lord, gave us a very simple and 
natural concept of God’s plan for our salvation, 
when He described it as the Kingdom of Heaven. 
His expression covers the subject. Too much detail 
would not have served His purpose. Similarly, we 
shall come more easily and directly to the heart of 
our family problems by 
picturing the home as 
simply an extension of the 
Kingdom of God. This 
puts everything in _ its 
proper setting, and the 
bright light of God’s love 
clears all the shadows. 
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For Seventeen - year-olds 


Dear Mother 


A LETTER ON MOTHER’S DAY 
Mabel Wilton 


Dear Mother: 

Days and weeks slip by so quickly they soon add 
up into months before I realize I haven’t written 
to you. 

I really don’t mean to be so neglectful of you, 
mother dear. It is simply because I find myself so 
busy these days. With two healthy growing boys 
of school age,—a seventeen year old daughter 
about ready to graduate, Red Cross work, and 
housework there isn’t much time for leisure. 

Tom has changed jobs, too, and is now in defense 
work which, of course, means some night work. 
This naturally throws my own working schedule 
away off, but we can’t complain. 

Having a seventeen year old daughter of my own 
around the house surely does bring back many 
memories of my own girlhood, when I, too, was 
just seventeen. 

I am sure, dear mother, there is nothing in the 
world any better than having a seventeen year old 
daughter of one’s own about the house to make a 
mother realize the mistakes she made in her own 
girlhood. It certainly does make one understand 
what a problem she must have been to her own 
mother, at that trying age. Right now I can look 
back and see just how inconsiderate and thought- 
less I must have been when I was my own Patsy’s 
age. 

I know now that there were a great many things 
I might have done to make you happy. The little 
kindnesses, or the steps I might have saved you 
when you were so tired. The gifts I forgot to give 
you on special days, like your birthday or Mother’s 
day. 

Patsy is a great deal like I was at her age. Just 
as careless and carefree. Just as reckless. Indeed, 
I can see myself in her, living all over again, when 
I was just seventeen. 

It is with tears in my eyes and deep regret in 
my heart that I look back now over those adolescent 
years, remembering many of the unkind things I 
said and did to you. 

I must have caused you many anxious hours. 
Many sleepless nights, too, for I can recall now how 

















Elaine Davis 


Queen of Mothers 


you used to stay awake until all hours waiting for 
me to come home. 

I used to think you were too silly for words. 
Just old-fashioned; an old stick in the mud trying 
to spoil my good times. I can still remember some 
of the terrible things I said to you about it. In 
my young ignorance I couldn’t and wouldn’t under- 
stand. But, I do understand now, dear mother, 
since I have a seventeen year old daughter of my 
own who stays out later than she should at night. 
I lie awake listening and waiting for Patsy to 
come home, wondering where she is and what she 
is doing. I know now what you must have had to 
endure when I was just that age. My thoughts 
keep going back over those years, and I marvel at 
your all enduring patience. 

I can recall the times you tried to talk things 
over confidentially with me. Tried to tell me facts 
I should know. Things I would have to know about 
life, if I was to face womanhood honestly and 
bravely. But, I just wouldn’t listen. I thought I 
was so worldly wise, and I can still see the worried 
look in your eyes, the hurt expression on your face 
when I dubbed you an “old fogy.” 

I remember once when I stayed away all night 
at a girl friend’s house. I never even phoned you 
to let you know where I was. I didn’t do anything 
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bad, it wasn’t that, it was only because I was 
thoughtless seventeen and considered myself quite 
grown up. A real young lady who needed no advice 
or a restraining mother’s hand. 

What a little brat I was. How miserable I must 
have been to live with. How could you ever have 
stood me? How could you have loved me so dear- 
ly? 

Didn’t I use to think the world was my oyster, 
though, when I was seventeen? I thought that 
once I got out into the world for myself I could 
bend everything and everybody to my will. Oh, I 
was really going forth into the world and make it 
“sit up and take notice.” How impatiently I wait- 
ed for that day of days to come. I have to laugh 
now as I look back over those years, for I had 
scarcely embarked upon the road to success and my 
great adventure when I met Tom, and we were 
married. It was then I found that the greatest of 
all adventures, in life, is marriage and raising a 
family of one’s own. It is not only that, but it is 
a life work that one has to completely devote her- 
self to. It is a job that needs careful thought and 
a great deal of consideration to shape young lives 
into perfect manhood and womanhood. 

Do you remember how I was always taking your 
personal things? You never could have a pretty 
linen hanky, a scarf, a ring or a pin, but what I 
always wore them and usually managed to lose 
them. 

I can especially remember the incident about the 
lovely old breast pin that belonged to your own 
mother, my grandmother. How determined I was 
to wear that pin. You didn’t want me to wear it, 
because you said I would probably lose it. I can 
remember how I managed to break your resistance 
down with my pleading, and how I promised I 
would be very careful not to lose it, if I could 
only wear it just once. Well, I lost it that very 
same day when I was out in the garden cutting 
flowers for the dinner table. We spent hours on 
end out there, down on our knees in the garden, 
trying to find that pin, but we never did find it, 
did we? 

I often think that must have been the Blessed 
Mother’s way of trying to make me see how selfish 
I was. 

Even now, as I write this I have a guilty feeling 
inside my heart and the lump in my throat persists 
in getting bigger and bigger, because, I can still 
remember how sweet and patient you were about 
it. You never scolded me. I guess you knew just 
how badly I felt about it and you must have been 
sorry for me, even though you could hardly keep 
the tears back. That pin was a keep-sake and I 
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know now how you must have treasured it, because 
Patsy lost that lovely old-fashioned cameo pin that 
belonged to you. The one dad gave you for a wed- 
ding gift, and you so generously gave to me on 
my twenty-first birthday. 

When Patsy lost that pin it nearly broke my 
heart, so I know now how badly you must have felt 
when I lost yours. 

I really didn’t mean to lose your things, dear 
Mother, and I can imagine how provoked you must 
have gotten. I’ll bet you often felt like shaking me 
until every tooth in my head fell out, or trading me 
off for a bottle of catsup. Why didn’t you? It 
would have served me right. Oh, but I forget,— 
I would have rebelled, wouldn’t I? I would have 
thought I was too big,—too much of a grown-up 
lady to be punished like a small child. Maybe I 
might have gotten so angry I would have threat- 
ened to leave home, or something just as silly and 
childish. 

I remember one time I actually did pack my 
clothes and vowed I would leave home that very 
night just because you said I couldn’t go to a 
dance with Jim Marvin who had such a bad reputa- 
tion around our neighborhood. After I had had a 
good night’s sleep, though, I thought better of it 
and unpacked my things again. Now where in the 
world could a seventeen-year-old, as green and un- 
wise to the ways of the world as I was, have gone 
anyway. 

Seventeen is such a silly age, isn’t it, dear moth- 
er? The age when one thinks he knows everything 
there is in .the world to know. 

Oh, how I used to hate housework, too, and when 
there was work to be done at home I usually made 
myself scarce. But, I remember now, with tears 
misting my eyes so I can hardly see to write this, 
how I was always ready and willing to help the 
lady next door. In fact, I spent most of my spare 
time over there helping her, taking care of her 
children, washing, ironing, or doing a stack of 
dirty dishes just because she told me how pretty I 
was, and that some day I might be a great movie 
actress. How thoughtless it was of me to do such 
a thing when I should have been at home helping 
my own dear mother. 

I can remember now as I brush a tear off my 
cheek, how hard you tried to please me. You were 
always making something I liked—a big chocolate 
cake, or a thick lemon pie because they were my 
special favorites. I doubt if I ever was grateful 
enough to thank you for your trouble. I don’t re- 
member if I ever gave you a word of praise or told 
you how good they were. No, I guess I just gob- 
bled them up, figuring with all my silly ideas of 
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wisdom, that it was your duty as a mother to cook 
or wait upon me. 

I hang my head in shame when I stop to think 
about these things. I was such an ungrateful 
wretch. So selfish and so inconsiderate. I thought 
only of myself. 

Oh, yes, by the way, do you remember that Chet 
Johnson I was so crazy about. I was so determined 
to marry him before I had even turned seventeen. 
You didn’t want me to marry so young and made 
me promise, after you had found out we were 
planning on running away, that I would wait 
another year, at least. Before that year was half 
over I had discovered that it wasn’t Chet I was in 
love with at all. I was just in love with love and 
romance. 

I ran into Chet downtown the other day and he 
was actually obnoxious to me. He married Cecil 
Kelly. You remember her, don’t you? She was 
that odd-looking girl, the tall, skinny one with the 
stringy blond hair and big hooked nose. They 
have eight children now, and expecting another 
baby very soon, so Chet said. 

I really didn’t know Chet at first. He has 
changed so much in the years since I last saw him. 
He is fat and bald, and looks far different from 
the Prince Charming I once thought he was. I 
shudder now when I think what a narrow escape 
I had. I wouldn’t change my tall, handsome Tom 
for any Chet Johnson now. My thanks go to you, 
dear mother, that I am Mrs. Thomas Wimmer, in- 
stead of Mrs. Chet Johnson. 

You wouldn’t know Patsy now, mother. She is 
as tall as I, and just my size, too. In fact my 
clothes just fit her, which isn’t as nice as it might 
seem on first thought. I never know when I look 
for a certain dress, a pair of shoes, or my best 
silk hose if they will be there or not, for probably 
Patsy will have them on. 

Last week on Tom’s night off we planned on 
going to a big party, but when I went to get my 
formal out of the closet I discovered that Patsy 
had worn it and spilled chocolate clear down the 
front. It was utterly ruined. I couldn’t possibly 
wear it, and as it was the only formal I have we 
had to stay home. 

The incident about my dress reminded me of the 
time I wore your lovely blue lace dress and prac- 
tically ruined it by upsetting a whole dish of choco- 
late ice cream in my lap. 

No,—no, indeed, I haven’t very many personal 
things from jewelry, handerchiefs, hose, dresses, 
or cosmetics to call my own since Patsy is turning 
seventeen. 

Years slip by so quickly and now that I am the 


mother of a seventeen year old daughter, I can 
appreciate to the fullest the fact that I had then, 
and still have, one of the best and dearest mothers 
on earth. 

I am ever thankful to you, dear mother, for your 
unselfish patience and religious guidance. Ydu 
knew the true value of a Christian background in 
the home. You understood the true helpfulness 
and far reaching benefit of prayer. You were ever 
wise in following the Catholic Church, insisting 
that we attend Mass regularly. I am so glad now 
that I am older and a mother, myself, that you in- 
sisted we fulfill our obligations to our church. It 
has helped me to maintain a Christian spirit in 
my own home, with my own family. 

When things seem to go wrong I always know 
that they will somehow turn out right if I but hold 
fast to my faith and take my troubles in prayer 
to the feet of our Blessed Mary, Mother of Jesus. 

Doesn’t it seem terrible, though, and rather sad, 
too, that the most precious and valuable things we 
have in life when we are young are the very things 
we do not appreciate at all; yet as we grow older 
they are the very things we prize the highest and 
hold the closest to our hearts? 

Oh, I wish every daughter who has a mother 
living, would do just as I am doing right this 
minute. I wish they would sit down and write 
their mothers a letter as a token of their love and 
appreciation of her on this one day of days. 
Wouldn’t it be a wonderful thing if every mother 
in the world could receive such a letter from her 
daughter? 

Time is passing all too quickly. We are many 
miles apart, and perhaps we may never see each 
other again. But, I know you are safe in the keep- 
ing of our Blessed Mother, and through her you 
will be guided safely to the end of life’s road, 
where a beautiful home stands ever ready for all 
who live and believe. 

It is getting late now, dear mother, and I must 
close. I have to get up early tomorrow morning. 
There is so much to be done these days with the 
world in such a mad whirl, and I never feel I am 
doing half my share. 

As I close this letter I am blowing a kiss to you 
across the long miles. If you feel a soft, fairy-like 
touch like the velvety sweep of a butterfly’s wing 
against your cheek you will know it is my kiss. 

Goodnight, dear mother. May the blessings of 
another mother who gave her only Son unto the 
world for its salvation, draw ever close about you, 
now and always. 

Your devoted daughter, 
Elizabeth Ann. 
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The Glories of Mary Rose Ferron 





Father Emile Leonard, Pastor, 
Lesage, Canada, one of the priests 
with whom Rose spoke freely and 
who saw the stigmata many times. 
He describes them in his Diary. 


Y THIS TIME we are sufficiently acquainted 

with the remarkable life of suffering led by 
Mary Rose Ferron and with her virtues that any- 
thing of an extraordinary character connected with 
her life would not greatly surprise us. Blessed 
with an unusual number of favors and cures, and 
with a remarkably early manifestation of apparent- 
ly miraculous powers, Rose, even before her 
death gave astonishing proof of her favor with 
God. 

It is our intention to narrate now some of the 
striking events of her life and death. Inasmuch as 
the principals of these incidents are still living, it 
is perhaps prudent not to use their names in every 
instance. However, this compilation is made di- 
rectly from letters and written testimony of those 
who received the favors described. The truth is 
for the most part attested by the signatures of wit- 
nesses, and in the case of some by corroborative 
testimony. 

As our readers will remember, Rose’s mission 
was to suffer for others. By her unspeakable suf- 
ferings of the wounds and crown of thorns which 
she bore, she was instrumental in bringing to a 
peaceful solution a schism in her diocese and in 


Rose Chooses her Successor 


O. A. Boyer, S.T.L. 


The October (1942) Grail narrated in condensed form the entire life of Mary 
Rose Ferron, the stigmatized mystic of Woonsocket, Rhode Island. The number 
of remarkable favors obtained by those who have had recourse to her is rapidly 
growing. A few of them will be printed in this series. THE GRAIL wishes 
to observe the decree of Pope Urban VIII and the other sovereign pontiffs, and 
to declare that the graces related in these articles rest on human authority 
alone. It is not the intention of the writer or of the magazine to anticipate 
the pronouncements of the Holy See in regard to the virtues and merits of Mary 
Rose Ferron. Leaflets for private devotion, may be had from THE GRAIL. 


bringing back to the Church those who had been 
misled. It was Rose’s desire to organize a reli- 
gious body of similar “victim souls.” At any rate, 
she wanted an immediate successor to take her 
place upon her death, which she knew was not far 
distant. She went about finding such a person in 
an astonishing way. The account written by the 
chosen soul herself, is in the first person, but is 
here given in somewhat shortened form and in in- 
direct discourse. 


The chosen sufferer to succeed Rose is a convert 
to the Faith, a daily communicant for the past 
forty years, who once sought admission into the 
Carmelite Order. When this was not granted be- 
cause of a rule against admitting converts, she 
dedicated herself to the same kind of life in the 
world. She became a professed member of the 
Third Order of St. Francis and was living in Prov- 
idence, Rhode Island, at the time of Rose’s death. 

One afternoon, in 1936, this Tertiary went to 
Woonsocket, Rhode Island, on “an errand of mercy” 
for one of the nuns residing in Providence, and as 
she was unfamiliar with the city, she gave the ad- 
dress she sought to the street-car conductor and 
asked him to direct her. But some mistake was 
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Rose’s body, 24 hours after her death. 


apparently made, for when she got 
off the car, it was not at all where 
she wanted to go. None of the pass- 
ersby could direct her to the address 
she gave them. After a while she 
took courage and inquired at the 
house before which she ,found her- 
self. The woman who answered the 
door could not speak English, but 
called another, who said: “Come right 
in. Rose is expecting you.” 

Now the astonished visitor had 
never before heard of Rose Mary Fer- 
ron. She certainly did not recognize 
Rose’s mother, therefore, as the wom- 
an who opened the door. Upon en- 
trance she was sure she had not been 
brought to the place she wanted. But 
it turned out to be the place God 
wanted. 

“There must be a mistake,” she 
said as she was ushered into Rose’s 
room. 

“No,” Rose answered, “I have seen 


When asked where it was that she had seen her caller, Rose 
explained: “Our Lord showed you to me and told me about you. 
As a proof that I know you I will add, ‘You have a wound in 
your right side; you are suffering for a priest.’” 

It was evident that Our Lord had revealed everything to 
Rose. She even told her visitor that she (the Tertiary) was 
seeking a director, hers having recently died; told her, too, how 
she had been calumniated and-persecuted, and how she must pre- 
pare herself to suffer still more. Rose told her that her removal 
from her present dwelling would be indicated by Our Lord. 
“You have been living in seclusion,” Rose told her, “and you will 
continue for seven more years in seclusion. Then Our Lord 
will have something for you.” 

This was three months before Rose died. During those 
months the Tertiary called on Rose four more times, and each 
time was the recipient of some special message of direction. 
Most of them naturally were personal and interested only the 
caller. But at least one of them referred to another person. 


” 


“T have been waiting for you to come,” Rose said on the 
occasion of one of these visits. “There is a priest who will be 
losing his eyesight. I am not giving you his name, for Our Lord 
will let you know in His own good time just who it is. You 
have offered yourself for others. Offer yourself for him.” 


This suggestion was made on May 9, 1936, two days before 
Rose died. The priest of whom she spoke, in the spring of 1940, 
called on an eye-specialist of Malone, New York, and was told 
that he had green cataracts which could not be removed, that 
ultimately he would be unable to see, and that nothing could be 
done to prevent blindness. 


The threat of blindness did indeed grow worse. So sensitive 
to light did the priest’s eyes become that he was forced to re- 
main indoors most of the time. It was very difficult for him to 
read, all letters appearing blurred and chopped up. It was when 
his sight was to all appearances vanishing that the priest re- 
ceived the following letter from the “successor” of Rose: 





you before. I could pick you out of Rose Ferron’s Casket is lowered into the grave amid a throng of devoted 


a thousand.” 


1944 


mourners. The burial took place at Woonsocket, R.I., in May, 1936. 
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Reverend Dear Father, 


...Now pertaining to 
yourself: Do not allow 
yourself to dwell on your 
condition, either one way 
or the other. Be passive. I 


know this is easier said 
than done; but we can do 
all things in Him who 


strengthens us. Leave all 
to dear Rose. She is work- 
ing; work with her. En- 
liven your faith by be- 
lieving. Rose is the one to 
whom you owe all (human- 
ly speaking). I am only 
the little errand girl. Rose 
urges me on. I never want- 
ed anything so much in my 
life “for the honor and 
glory of God” as your eye- 
sight. I am suffering much 


from my own eyes, the 
first time in my life. This 
condition began on Holy 
Thursday. 
ROE Nutcceencens 
Now the priest’s eyes 


had become so weakened 
that he was unable to 
read his Breviary. He felt 
that his appeal to Rose for 
help had gone unanswered 
until—five years after her 
death on Holy Thursday— 
he felt so much improved 
that he resumed the read- 
ing of the Divine Office. 
Only human prudence bade 
him wait at least one day 


—and on Good Friday he again took up the Bre- 
Unknown to him at the time, the “victim 
soul” was suffering on that very day her first eye 


viary. 


trouble. 
his cataracts; 


weakened heart. 


I am not free to give the name of the victim suf- 
ferer, but the priest, whose eyes have been pre- 
served by his heroic and vicarious suffering is none 
other than the humble writer of these lines, Rev- 
erend O. A. Boyer, S.T.L., pastor of St. Edmund’s 


The priest, five years later, has not lost 
they no longer interfere with his 
vision, despite the fact that he now suffers from a 


Church, Ellenburg, New York. 
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Jesus Christ a 
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The First Person of the 
Most Blessed Trinity On every altar of the 
Omnipresent (Sender's address 
Whole World 
Today 
SEAL \ J Date) 
Heavenly Father: 

There is terrific fighting on every battlefront. There will be no cessation of 
hostilities until the last soldier is dead. There can never be a truce between Your 
soldiers and the enemy. The enemy can never forget the crushing defeat suffered on 
Good Friday, A.D. 33, when I “‘went over the top.” 

For three years I outlined the plan of warfare, the methods to be used against the } 
tactics of the enemy, the glorious rewards and decorations to be won by courageous con- 
flict. A section of these army rules, called the “Good News,” is read to the assembled A 
group each morning, when lined up for inspection and for receiving their orders for 
the day, Thus they are not merely kept fresh in the minds of the combatants, but before B 
they disperse for active duty according to their individual assignments I actually 
demonstrate before their eyes how to “hold the hill’ by repeating the bloody victory of 
33, but now in an unbloody manner. To know that their Commander-in-Chief is not 
merely their Leader and Model, but also their Food makes them fearless of death 
itself, for bodily death is their victory. What a consolation it is to me to see “My 
Boys” lined up before Me every morning to listen, to see, and to go and do likewise. 

Yes, there are some defections. Despite all My efforts of encouragement and offer H 
of all necessary assistance, some lose heart and surrender to the enemy. Allured by the le 
glowing promises made—but the enemy has never told the truth—they expect a life of fs 
ease and comfort with the gratification of every desire of their carnal hearts. But they li 
soon grow sick of the husks of swine and then eat out their heart in worry and grief. m 
Worst of all, they are preparing for an eternal stay in a concentration camp whose 
horrible torments infinitely exceed any atrocities inflicted on mortal man. In fact, all is 
inhuman treatment of prisoners of war of all ages put. together, when placed alongside . 
of a single moment of these would make the former a veritable garden of pleasure. It 
It breaks my heart to witness such folly, but I will not force their free will. How 
gladly would I reinstate them in their former positions if they would only surrender 
to My love instead of to the satanic cruelty of the enemy. ; $I] 

But to return to “Your Boys.” They are a fine lot, for You made them. There is 1 
no age limit in My Army. From the time that they get the use of reason until old age e 
makes them fit for eternal pension they are in active service. Some are noted for r 
heroic achievements and will be cited for special awards at their discharge from active 
service, and especially at the final review will their decorations tell the story of their d 
life of successful fighting. st 

All my sufferings are amply rewarded when I see the good they have done in the “ 
hearts of each one. My keen delight is to have a heart to heart talk with each one 
every morning. There is an exchange of confidences, a story of love, hope and happiness n 
to fight under My Standard on their part whilst I solve the little doubts, dispel the 
anxieties and smoothe the little difficulies that their life brings with them. Their near- ti 
ness to their own troubles magnifies them, whilst I put them in their proper perspective. 

It is just a matter of looking at eternity through the telescope of time. A new detach- a 
ment has arrived, so I shall give my full attention to them. Recommending “Your t 
and My Boys” to Your Paternal Providence and Protection I am—Your Beloved Son, 
Jesus Christ, Divine Commander-in-Chief of the Church Militant and Triumphant. a 
c 
M——MAIL 
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n 
I; 
Editor’s Note: It will be of interest to our 4 
readers to know how Father Boyer was singled i 
out by Rose’s “successor” as the priest for whom i 
she was offering herself. She called, as was her t 
wont, for a copy of the Catholic Courier. There i 
were no copies available and she was urged to take ] 
a copy of The Sunday Visitor instead. In it she , 
° e 
saw an article about Rose Ferron, and upon read- i 
ing of Father Boyer’s part in that mystic’s life, 1 
she was at once struck with the same pain that had t 
come to her when speaking to Rose. The identity é 
was then established and verified through corres- 1 
pondence. : 
~. M ] 
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AMEN, AMEN 
By S. A. Constantino, Jr. 
ONGRATULATIONS to a 
C young Navy Flier, former 
Coast Guard Ensign, and to 
Harper and Brothers for this fear- 
less and honest appraisal of irre- 
ligious America. Here no words are 
minced, no punches are pulled. It 
is a case of “Let him who can, take 
it.” 
Lieutenant Constantino gives a 
sincere American’s patriotic and 
ethical views on religion, sex, and 


money. The style is intimate and 
downright chummy; the principles 
sound. Religion is not a soapy 


“fatherhood-of-God, brotherhood-of- 
man” affair; religion is an obliga- 
tion postulated by our very existence 
and satisfied only by a life of fidelity 
to the moral law. Sexual violations 
are not to be condoned under any 
circumstances, and Lieut. Constan- 
tino leaves no doubt that that is 
what he is saying. The chapters on 
money cover the unfair exploiting of 
labor and the racketeering of some 
union leaders. 

Most refreshing is the chapter on 
American Dreaming, a _ chapter 
which is properly linked with the 
thoughts on the fourth R (Religion) 
in education. One might say that 
Lieut. Constantino has condensed a 
course in fundamental theology. We 
exist. Our first cause is God. We 
have an intellect and a free will 
which distinguishes us from all other 
terrestrial beings. These postulate 
a soul, in which to exist. The soul 
is immaterial and immortal. To car- 
ry out the right relationship between 
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God and the soul we need morality. 
To carry out the right relationship 
between God and the soul we need 
morality, we need religion, we need a 
Church—the Church. The book is 
ordinary horse-sense prepared in en- 
joyable language for two or three 
short reading periods. It is for 
young men and women of College 
age and soldiers and sailors, whose 
talk is largely on Religion, sex, and 
money. (J. P.) Price $2.00. 


THE VATICAN AND THE WAR 
By Camille Cianfarra 

EGINNING with the solution of 

the Roman Question and the sev- 
eral Concordats that followed that 
solution, Camille Cianfarra, Amer- 
ican born N. Y. Times reporter in 
Rome, traces clearly the efforts of 
the late Pope Pius XI and his suc- 
cessor to maintain peace among na- 
tions and to safeguard ecclesiastical 
freedom in warring countries. As a 
newspaper correspondent Cianfarra 
is not expected to know everything 
that the trusted members of the dip- 
lomatic corps might know, but what 
he knows he is free to write, whereas 
diplomats must retain their informa- 
tion. 

The author is honest always in 
stating the degree of certainty with 
which various stories are to be ac- 
cepted. He acknowledges the limita- 
tions of his sources, a consideration 
which far from weakening our faith 
in him serves to strengthen it. 

The vast information-gathering re- 
sources of the Church are explained, 
and when atrocities and violations 
of treaties are recounted, ecclesias- 
tical sources are used. There is no 
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consolation for the Axis powers in 
this book if they hope to have their 
perfidy whitewashed, but there is 
hope for them in the unswerving 
efforts of the Papacy to reach a just 
and lasting peace. If this book is 
given the attention it deserves in 
political and non-Catholic circles, we 
may reasonably hope that at the 
next Peace Conference the Papacy 
will not be among the absent. Every 
Catholic who must answer such ques- 
tions as: “Why doesn’t the Pope 
stop the War?” “Why is the Pope 
on the Axis side?” “What does Tay- 
lor do at the Vatican?” “Do you be- 
lieve Catholics are persecuted in 


Europe?” will find an arsenal of 
material for the answers in this 
book. (J. P.) Price $3.00. 


BIRDS OF PASSAGE 
By Ivan Heilbut, translated from the 
German by James A. Galston. 
HEN the disaster of sudden 
defeat fell upon France, it 
brought suffering and fear not only 
to the native Frenchmen but perhaps 
even more so to the many political 
refugees from Germany who had 
sought haven in a country they 
hoped would be strong enough to 
withstand the Reichswehr. One of 
these trapped refugees, a writer liv- 
ing in Paris, did all within his power 
to attest his devotion to the country 
of his adoption, but no efforts could 
spare him the humiliation and suf- 
fering of internment. When the col- 
lapse of the Maginot Line let in the 
flood of the Nazi army, the internees 
were removed from the Paris Sta- 
dium to La Macabre, a camp actual- 
ly in charge of a Nazi sympathizer 
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who, knowing what a coveted flock 
of prisoners he held in the refugees 
from Nazi politics, planned to turn 
them over to the invader and to re- 
ceive the reward of a Quisling. 

The infiltration of Nazi agents and 
the dubious loyalty of the French 
are the dominant tones of the book. 
The story—for it is a novel, not an 
actual record—lacks reality of de- 
tail. The reader never sees the char- 
acters; he is not able to know any 
of them; he is in a perpetual state 
of haze and confusion. All this 
lends no doubt, to the general im- 
pression that the prisoner himself 
lives under. Whether it is a friend 
or foe who exchanges smokes with 
him is never known. 

The English translation, while 
good, may be accountable for the 
slow reading in places, but the lack 
of real climax or of vigorous action 
throughout, deprives the reader of 
any thrill he may be hoping for in 
the escape of the family whose for- 
tunes he has been following. One 
cannot help feeling the hopelessness 
and frustration of the situation 
every time a promising rise to action 
is crushed. Even the most imminent 
dangers are not developed by the 
writer. The emotions, whether love 
for wife and child, or hatred for 
proud persecutors, or even grief at 
the death of a friend in the camp, 
are never the emotions one expects 
and are not described. This all adds 
up either to weak and _ superficial 
writing in an attempt to get the book 
out while the French debacle is still 
fresh in the minds of the masses, or 
to a deliberate attempt to be re- 
strained and unemotional in the 
story. But since the characters are 
French and German, the book fails 
to give us real people in real circum- 
(J. P.) Price $2.75. 


THUNDERHEAD 
By Mary O’Hara 
HIS BOOK will take you out to 
Wyoming and the horse-ranch of 
Rob McLaughlin where you can 
spend a few delightful hours with 
Rob and his wife, Nell, and their two 
sons, Howard and Ken. If you read 
My Friend Flicka, you will already 
be acquainted with them for this is a 
sequel to that delightful story. Thun- 
derhead continues the story with 


stances. 
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Flicka’s first colt and Ken’s devotion 


to this goblin of a horse. The ado- 
lescence of a colt and a boy and how 
they develop together is the general 
theme, although the financial prob- 
lems of the Goose Bar Ranch and the 
personal crisis that the love of Rob 
and Nell goes through is also woven 
in. 

Laid in the wide open spaces of 
beautiful sunrises, star-lit nights, air 
fresh and bracing, Thunderhead 
brings something strong and in- 
vigorating to the reader. Those who 
live in cities will find this book a de- 
lightful change from the many arti- 
ficialities that make up the urban 
dweller’s existence. Rob’s success- 
ful teaching Ken how to face the 
problems of life through the train- 
ing of his horse, can give parents 
and teachers some practical ideas in 
regard to rearing children and teach- 
ing them to be men of principle. All 
in all it is an excellent book for the 
entire family and is not only good 
entertainment, but also time spent 
profitably. (P. B.) Price $2.75. 


BLESSED ARE THE MEEK 
By Zofia Kossak. A novel about St. 
Francis of Assisi. 

HE PEAK of the Christian Mid- 

dle Ages came not with the 
pagan Renaissance but rather in the 
thirteenth century, often called “the 
greatest of centuries.” In this era 
the papacy reached its medieval 
apex; many of the great cathedrals 
were begun or completed; the uni- 
versities became permanent institu- 
tions; new religious orders were 
founded to combat the heretical and 
worldly tendencies of the time. It 
was an age of strange contrasts, of 
crimson and gold garments for ex- 
terior show and hairshirts for per- 
sonal mortification. It was the age 
of the mighty Innocent III and the 
humble St. Francis of Assisi, of Cru- 
sades and of the Albigensian heresy, 
of the rise of commerce and of the 
recurrence of famine. 

To Innocent III “the recovery of 
the Holy Land had been his supreme 
goal.” Yet he could not seem to per- 
suade the kings and knights to un- 
dertake a new Crusade. Uninspired 
by Innocent, Francis of Assisi had 
begun a crusade for poverty which 
was to prove more important than 
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the plans and hopes of popes and 
cardinals. Francis believed in abso- 
lute poverty as practiced by Christ 
and the Apostles. When he wrote 
his principles into a Rule for a new 
religious order and requested papal 
approbation, the Sacred College and 
the Pope were for once unanimous, 
in rejecting it as impractical, just as 
some of Francis’ more learned breth- 
ren among his original twelve were 
opposed to “absolute poverty.” The 
night before the audience at which 
Francis was to appear Innocent 
dreamt 

that he stood in front of the Later- 
an Church,...called the mother 
and heart of churches, and sud- 
denly beheld with horror a deep 
crevice upon the gable wall. The 
wall was splitting asunder. ... The 
cracks were growing deeper with 
every second. The whole building 
was already split, cracked to its 
very foundations. It tottered, it 
was about to collapse... . Perspira- 
tion dripped from the Holy Fa- 
ther’s face....The Lateran, the 
mother of churches was crum- 
bling. ... 

The sound of approaching steps 
reached his tormented ears. Some- 
one was coming.... A patter of 
bare feet. Here! A man short of 
stature, miserably clad, slight. An 
ash-brown ordinary beggar’s cloak, 
a rope for a belt, a hood, a bare 
head. He advanced quickly toward 
the cracked walls, stretched his 
arms as though he meant to em- 
brace the church and hold it up. 
And in the stupefied eyes of Inno- 
cent he began to grow... his head 
reached the cornice of the roof... 
his arms stretched from corner to 
corner. With one strong heave of 
his back he straightened the lean- 
ing walls. He drew his palms over 
the cracks and wherever his hand 
touched—the crevices disappeared, 
the walls grew smooth. The great, 
venerable building stood strong, 
straight and sound as _ before 
(p. 70-1). 

The following day the dream 
saviour of the Lateran and the 
Church appeared in the person of 
Francis; Innocent immediately re- 
versed the decision, gave his approv- 
al to the Friars Minor. The crusade 
of poverty and love against wealth 
and heretical hate had begun. 

The story is almost equally bal- 
anced between the account of St. 
Francis’ labors of heavenly love 
against riches and heresy and the 
portrayal of worldly love’s flowering 
and decline. In most points of fact 
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Blessed Are the Meek is solidly 


grounded; certainly its variations 
run parallel to fact even though the 
needs of the novel have necessarily 
introduced many imaginative fea- 
tures such as those connected with 
Francis’ trip to Palestine and Egypt 
about which little is known. The 
picture of Francis and his associates, 
notably Clare of Assisi, is lifelike 
and mirrors the reality as presented 
in such biographies as that of Jor- 
gensen. The majority of other 
characters are also introduced in 
harmony with history. 

Not often do we express regret 
that a novel is short; this time we 
say in truth we wish it were twice 
as long. It is recommended for all. 
We predict its sale will approximate 
that of The Song of Bernadette for 
everyone who read that book will en- 
joy Blessed Are the Meek. 

(Best Sellers) Price $3.00. 


THE PROUD PEOPLE 
By Kyle Crichton 


THEY were very proud people—so 

proud that they were willing to 
accept their decadence as the will of 
God—so proud that they themselves 
scorned others while complaining of 
being scorned. But then they had a 
basis for their pride—their ancestors 
came to this country in 1598 and 
played a major role in the develop- 
ment of the Southwest. The only 
trouble was that through the years 
their pride had become warped, had 
stagnated, as they themselves had 
stagnated, and today they wanted 
respect simply for being themselves, 
for what their ancestors had done, 
not for their own achievements. And 
so they complained because the 
“Anglos” discriminated against them 
and because they no longer dominat- 
ed. They were the Spanish Amer- 
icans and they practiced the same 
discrimination against the Mexicans 
and the descendants of their peons, 
all as good Americans as any other 
racial group in our heterogeneous 
mixture. In a very readable regional 
novel Kyle Crichton lays bare this 
triangle of racial discrimination as 
it occurs in New Mexico in the 1940’s 
and offers a solution to it. His pro- 
tagonists are the very human Esqui- 
vels, once wealthy, now genteelly im- 
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poverished, once rulers, now discrim- 
inated against but still with spirit 
sufficient to overcome their problem. 


The Proud People possesses two 
outstanding qualities, first of all the 
wealth of characterization which, in 
the case of the Esquivels, is excel- 
lently done and secondly that it is a 
humorously readable yet moving 
story. High comedy and tragedy go 
side by side in the story of the 
Esquivels and the author’s adroit 
handling makes them almost live. 
Although the general solution offered 
is correct yet there is about the book 
an air of modernism which dilutes 
any Christianity in it. Specifically 
the attitudes toward divorce and 
fornicatiom are wrong but in general 
the family’s attitudes, especially 
those of Aunt Ceferina, are scarcely 
those of the religion which should 
characterize these people. There is 
some value in the book and a great 
deal of entertainment but because of 
the general handling of the story it 
should be restricted to mature adults. 


(Best Sellers) Price $2.75. 


THE ANGEL WITH THE 
TRUMPET 


By Ernst Lothar 


HE FALL of Austria and the 

hope that she, the symbol of 
supernationalism, of a “United Na- 
tions of Europe,” will rise again as 
the salvation of Europe is the theme 
of this successor to Beneath Another 
Sun. Tracing the decadence of 
Austria only in a narrow sense by 
tracing the decline of Vienna, the 
novel more particularly deals with 
the story of the Alt family, solid, 
respectable middle-class, and espe- 
cially of two people, Henriette and 
her son, Hans Alt. In 1791 Christo- 
pher Alt, founder of the family firm 
of piano manufacturing, built a fit- 
ting and worthy mansion which, by 
the terms of his will, was to house 
his descendants almost in perpetuity. 
The Alts were not of the nobility, 
hence no escutcheon, but over the 
doorway stood a carved mispropor- 
tioned cherub with a trumpet as a 
symbol of their worth. Thus 10 
Seilerstaette came into existence and 
stands somberly throughout the story 
dominating in a sense the lives of its 
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inhabitants and symbolizing the in- 
evitability of a course of events 
which carried a family, a city and a 
nation to the doom called Anschluss. 

There is some that is good, some 
that is bad and much that is omitted 
in Mr. Lothar’s story. His concept 
of Austria as a symbol of peaceful 
union of peoples is curious, to say 
the least, in the light of history, and 
there is little in the story on any 
other group than the Germanic Aus- 
trians and then mostly Viennese. 
The portrayal of the Viennese as a 
people who had sacrificed substance 
for form and manner, who had neg- 
lected essentials while preserving the 
external rigidity of custom and be- 
havior, really a hollow shell of cul- 
ture, is correct in the main. Mr. Lo- 
thar’s theme is that a new, creative 
Europe, essential to the salvation of 
the world, will arise when men ac- 
cept what he calls the “Austrian 
idea” which seems to mean that 
peace will come when men “will to 
live together in peace,” with a “uni- 
versality of spirit” and with the 
“deepest respect for man.” These 
ideas are true enough but the author 
seems to propose them only in a 
humanistic sense. To all the charac- 
ters of the story save one, religion is 
meaningless and even in the case of 
Christ] there seems to be a sugges- 
tion of tainted motive. On the nega- 
tive side we might cite the book as 
showing the disastrous fate of a peo- 
ple which had ceased to live by the 
essential truths of religion and had 
saved only the form. Among other 
things that might be mentioned as 
influencing the judgment of the book 
are Henriette’s suffering for her sins 
and her final repentance while from 
the opposite aspect we find no spe- 
cific condemnation, though a partial- 
ly implied one, of Franz’s duel, 
extra-marital relations considered as 
natural, Selma Rosner refusing to 
bring children into an evil world, 
and Hans’ acceptance of the Masons 
as a possible force for good. All in 
all because of the confusion of ideas 
and the inclusion of false morality it 
would seem that this book at best 
would be suitable only for the very 
mature and discriminating adult 
reader. 


(Best Sellers) Price $3.00. 
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. Rosaries are objects treasured by many 


men in uniform who carry “beads” with 
them to fox holes, gun stations, guard 
posts. Free to the men, they are available 
in most USO Clubs. Mrs R. J. Polka, of 
Bellwood, Ill, has made more than 2000 
rosaries out of jewelry and beads she 
collected in Chicago and donated them to 
the USO. 


Table Tennis is popular in NCCS Clubs 
from coast to coast This picture was 
taken in the club across the street from 
St. Patrick’s Cathedral in New York City. 


. A quiet corner furnishes a nook where al- 


gebra can be reviewed hurriedly before 
an important examination. Not all classes 
look so pleased with the square root 
problem as this group. 
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N.C.C.S.-3 YEARS 


HE National Catholic Community Service, popularly 
known as NCCS, is the organization designated by 
the Bishops of the Catholic Church in the United States 
to serve men and women on leave from Army posts and 
Navy bases, and war-industry workers in overburdened 
areas. The National Catholic Community Service offers 
them a wide variety of supervised services designed to 
promote their spiritual, recreational, social and educational 
welfare, and to provide them a “Home away from home.” 
In World War I all Catholic welfare work was coordinat- 
ed by the American Bishops’ official organization, the Na- 
tional Catholic War Council. 

In November, 1940, at their annual meeting in Washing- 
ton, the Catholic Bishops designated the NCCS to meet the 
needs growing out of World War II. 

Through the NCCS clergy and laity, individuals aud 
organized groups, find an opportunity to assist in the many 
activities that make up the Church’s welfare program of 
today—activities that range all the way from a friendly 
greeting to a soldier as he enters a club, to the vital duty 
of helping a man save his soul. 

To those whom it is priviliged to welcome into its clubs, 
the National Catholic Community Service offers cordial and 
unstinted service regardless of race or creed. Its principal 
concern is to offer a program that will gird men and wom- 
en spiritually, as well as physically, during the strenuous 
days of the war, and so enable them, when peace returns, 
to resume normal living, their moral and spiritual fibre 
strengthened and quickened. 

The program of the NCCS falls into two major classifi- 
cations—Spiritual and Social. The Spiritual, which is the 
keynote, follows the Church’s ever constant concern for the 
welfare of the souls entrusted to her care. The Social is 
concerned with the temporal needs of men and women— 
their recreation, housing, and general leisure-time activi- 
ties—attempting in a variety of ways to bring them com- 
fort and happiness. 

For Catholics in uniform NCCS has made available ten 
million rosaries, prayer books, religious articles and pamph- 
lets. During the two years ending July 1, 1943, men and 
women in uniform received 2,300,000 prayer books, mis- 
sals, and catechisms; 1,250,000 medals, 2,150,000 rosaries 
and 3,000,000 pieces of Catholic literature. In addition, 
approximately 700,000 Catholic servicemen leaving for 
overseas duty were provided with an embarkation kit con- 
taining a rosary, medal, and prayer book. 

Approximately 6,000,000 men and women every month 
are taking advantage of the services offered by clubs 
operated by the National Catholic Community Service. 
Under the guidance of 700 trained workers, assisted by 
300,000 volunteers, they find renewed spiritual and physi- 
cal strength for the war efforts that will lead to Victory! 
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BROTHER MEINRAD HELPS 


I am sending a donation for a 
Mass to be read for the glorification 
of Brother Meinrad in thanksgiving 
for favors through his 
prayers. I promised publication. 

R. S. M. (Ky.) 

I] am sending—for a Mass for the 
glorification of Brother Meinrad, 
who has come to my assistance. 

S. F. B. (Ind.) 

Enclosed please find offering for 
favors through Brother 
Meinrad. I certainly have great 
G. C. (Pa.) 


received 


received 


faith in him. 


I am enclosing an offering in 
thanksgiving for a favor received 
through Brother Meinrad. Almost 
miraculously were we granted this 
L. M. D. (Ind.) 

Enclosed find an_ offering’ in 
thanksgiving to Brother Meinrad for 
C. F. (Wis.) 

Please have a Mass said for the 
glorification of Brother Meinrad 
Eugster. This is in thanksgiving 
for a favor obtained. I promised I 
would do this and would ask for the 
publication of this favor if I could 
A certain dif- 
ficulty was overcome wonderfully 
and I am now at my destination. 

J. K. (S. Dak.) 

I am enclosing an offering for a 
Mass in thanksgiving for a favor re- 
ceived from Brother Meinrad. 

R. R. (Ind.) 

It is with a grateful heart that I 
wish to make public announcement 
of a spectacular favor obtained 
through the intercession of our 
Blessed Mother and Brother Mein- 
rad. My young daughter, aged five, 
was very suddenly stricken with 
pneumonia and was critically ill. Be- 
fore calling for the doctor I placed 
the picture of Brother Meinrad 
(which had touched his relic) under 
her pillow and _ started 
prayers to him. The following day 
when the doctor called he emphati- 
cally declared he had never seen a 
case clear up so much in 24 hours 
time. He gave credit to the sulfa 
drug but what he did not take into 
consideration was the fact that she 
vomited continuously and could not 


special favor. 


a favor received. 


make a trip safely. 


saying 





The Servant of God, Brother Meinrad 
Eugster, O.S.B., was a member of Maria 
Einsiedeln Abbey in Switzerland. There he 
died in 1925 highly respected by his con- 
freres for his virtuous life. His cause for 
beatification has been introduced at Rome, 
and THE GRAIL is the chosen organ for 
bringing his cause to the knowledge of 
American Catholics. A picture of Brother 
Meinrad and a prayer for his canonization 
may be procured by sending a stamped and 
self-addressed envelope to the Rev. Jerome 
Palmer, O.S.B., St. Meinrad, Indiana. 





MONTHLY NOVENA 
15th to 23rd 


All who wish their petitions or in- 
tentions prayed for, please send 
them into THE GRAIL, St. Meinrad, 
Indiana before the 15th of the month. 
A Novena of Masses will be offered 
each month for the glorification and 
canonization of Brother Meinrad and 
for all the intentions sent in. 





In order to make Brother Meinrad 
better known a booklet of stamps to 
be used on envelopes and packages 
can be obtained for ten cents from 
THE GRAIL, ST. MEINRAD, 
INDIANA. 


have retained enough to have helped 
her. Within one week my child was 
as normal as she would have been 
if she had only had a bilious spell. 
My most grateful thanks for this 
and many other troubles which have 
been dissolved through Brother 
Meinrad’s intercession. 
C. J. M. (Ind.) 
Please find offering in acknowl- 
edgement for favor received. 
S. C. (Mich.) 


Enclosed find offering for a Mass 
for the glorification of Brother 
Meinrad. Also please publish my 
thanks for a personal favor. 

A. G. (Wis.) 

After praying to Brother Meinrad 
and receiving many favors, I prom- 
ised an offering for his glorifica- 
tion (which is enclosed) and publi- 
cation. V. F. B. (Tex.) 

Again I wish to enclose an offer- 
ing and to acknowledge a favor re- 
ceived through the intercession of 
Brother Meinrad. An operation on 
my son was decided unnecessary at 
this time. M. B. (Ohio) 


I suffered a cerebral hemorrhage 
July 11, 1943. 
completely paralyzed on my left side 
and was helpless. A friend of mine 
gave me a pamphlet of Brother 
Meinrad Eugster with prayers. I 
have been praying to him every day 
since she gave it to me. I am im- 
proving. With the help of my hus- 
band I can walk across the room. I 
V. M. G. (Ind.) 


I was, as a result, 


am 52 years old. 


Dad was here yesterday and said 
to write to you and tell you that his 
legs are better since he started pray- 
ing to Brother Meinrad. J. B. (Ind.) 


I wish to make public announce- 
ment of favors obtained through 
Brother Meinrad for success in my 
job as saleslady. I have had an ap- 
preciable good showing in my sales, 
for which I am very grateful. 

B. W. (Mo.) 

Please have a Mass said for the 
glorification of Brother Meinrad. 
Through his intercession I have re- 
ceived many favors. 


D. H. M. (Okla.) 





Please send us your cemplete 
te address with new Zene number. 

















MOTHER’S DAY 
NOVENA 


A Novena of Holy Masses beginning on Mother's Day, May 
14th and ending on May 22nd, will be offered at St. Meinrad’s 
Abbey for the names sent in to be enrolled. 

If your Mother is living and you wish to give her the Special 
Card announcing her enrollment in the Novena of Masses, send 
her name and return postage to The Grail Office, St. Meinrad, 
Indiana. .A special Prayer for Mother will also be sent upon 
request. 
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Order Blank 
RESURRECTION by Windeatt—25¢ ___ LITURGICAL READINGS—$4.00 


ST. BENEDICT by Windeatt—25¢ LITURGICAL WEEK CONFERENCES: 


MASS GUIDE FOR 1944—30¢ VOL. $1.50 
VOL. Ill—$1.50 


ART OF LIVING JOYFULLY—$1.00 . VOL. IV—$1.50 


COURAGEOUS SHALL CONQUER—$1.00 ........ THE JESTER’S PRAYER—$2.00 

MY NAME IS THOMAS—$1.00 _...... WE WHO DIED LAST NIGHT—$2.00 
WAY OF THE CROSS: 

QMP SUBSCRIPTION—$1.00 ___..FOR SOLDIERS—10¢, 15 for $1.00 

Five Numbers as published. _.......FOR SEMINARIANS—10¢, 15 for $1.00 
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